„ eee, 
ene 


Wei 


rern 


8 "\ : l \ wum 
. * A W r 


1 


8 - * r * 
rr 


eee eee e e ee 


reren TY.) 5 


| = : _ | | IM > ane 
| 7 Wedddand 


„„ Neri 
* . % * 
5 


2 | 6 
. | ' 11.0 WY 9e %%% % d %%% „„ 
2 AX N Yi ul . eee — eln eee 
Mi = 1 0ů 
f. b 
? 1. » _ 


101 (by 


ieee 


exe N. 


2 „ e 


. mw 


e.. HH x 


4 


- 


THE N 
1 Q0YAL CONVERT. 


— 


A 
| TRAGEDY. 
ö Written by | 
1 PA 
NICHOLAS ROWE, Eq; 
7 ns Laudatur & Alget. na 


LONDON: 
Printed for IA cos Tonson in the Strand. 
» JOCONE NT 


Lord HALL. FAX. 


My Lonp, 
PI could have the Vanity to 
wake a Merit of Dedicating this 
— Tracey, I ſhould here take 
. an Opportunity of telling Lou, 
that I am, in This, endeavour- 
1 2 to make the beſt, and only Return I am 
capable of, for all thoſe Marks of exceeding 
Goodneſs and Humanity, which I have ſtill 
had the Honour to meet with from Your 
| A 3 Lord- 


The DR DIC AT TON. 
Lordſhip. But ſince the Matter is quite 
otherwiſe, ſince it is highly to my Advan- 
tage to ſhelter my ſelf under ſo great a Name; 
ſince I have doi my felt fo much Honour by * 
it; I am bound to own, with all the Gra- 
titude I am capable of, that Your Lordſhip's 
Patronage is a new, and will be a laſting ? 
Obligation upon me. | 


 — wil © mr 7, 2 oY =y 


— A — 80 


Moſt kinds of Poetry, but efpecially TxA- 
GEDIES, come into the World now, like 
Children born under ill Stars; a general In- 
difference, or rather Diſinolination, attends 
like a bad Influence upon em; and after hav- 
ing buſtled thro? ill Uſage, and a ſhort Life, 
they ſleep and are forgotten. The Reliſh 
of Things of this kind is certainly very 
much alter'd from what it was ſome time * 4 
ſince; and tho? I won't preſume to cenſure * 
other Peoples Pleaſures, and preſcribe-to the 
various Taſtes of Mankind; yet I will take 
the Liberty to. ſay, that thoſe who ſcorn to 
be entertain'd like their Fore-fathers, will 
hardly ſubſtitute ſo reaſonable a Diverfion in 
the Room of that which they have laid 
aſide. I could wiſh there were not ſo much 
Reaſon as there is to attribute this Change of 
Inclinations, to a Diſeſteem of * 7 ö 
elf. 
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lf.” Too many People are abt think, 
that Bocs are not neceflary to the finiſhing 
the Character of a fite Gentleman; and are 


cherefore eaſily drawn to deſpiſe What they 
know nothing df. Bat, My Lord, among 


all theſe mottifying Thoughts, it is ſtill a 


Pleaſure to the Muſes, to think there are 


ſome Men of too delicate Underſtandings to 


| give into the Taſtes of a deprav'd Age; 


Men' that have not only the Power, but the 
Will, to protect thoſe Arts which they love, 


becauſe they are Maſters of 'em. 


It would be very eaſy for me to fit 


one among thoſe few, after the moſt advan- 


tageous Manner; but all Men of common 
Senſe have concurr'd in doing it already, 
and there is no need of a Panegyrick. 


I could be almoſt tempted to ate 


with the reſt of the World (for I am ſure 
there is no Occaſion to make an Apology to 
Tour Lordſhip) in Defence of Poetry. I am 
far from thinking of a good Poet, as the 
# Stoicks did of their Wiſe- man, chat he was 
ſufficient for every thing, could be every 
thing, and excel in every thing, as he 


* z yet ſure I may be allow'd to fay, 
A 4 that, 


* 
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chat, that Brightneſs, Quickneſs, that Strength 
and Greatnes of Thinking, which is re- 
quir'd in any of the nobler Kinds of Poetry, 
would raiſe a Man to an uncommon : 
Diſtinction in any Profeflion or Buſineſs, 
that has a Relation to good Senſe and Un- 
derſtanding. One modern Inſtance can at 
leaſt be given, where the ſame Genius that 
ſhone in Poetry, was found equal to the 
firſt Employments of the State; and where | 
the ſame Man, who by his Virtue and Wiſ- 
dom was highly uſeful to, and inſtrumental ' 
in the Safety and Happineſs of his native 
Country, had been "Oey: ornamental to it 

in his Wit. | 
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This is what col not t belp faying, for 
the Honour of an Art which has been for- 
merly the Favourite of the greateſt Men. 
Not that it wants a Recommendation to 
Tour Lordſhip, who have always been a 
conſtant and generous Protector of it. This q 
indeed would be much more properly ſaid 

to the World, and when I have told 'em 
what Men have equally adorn'd it, and a 
been adorn'd by it, I might not unfitly 
apply to em, what Horace ſaid to the 
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CY ©. Ne fort? Pudr i 
* Sit tibi Muſa Lyre ſolers & Cantor Apollo. 


ls, For my own inconſiderable Pretenſions 
n. t Verſe, I ſhall, I confeſs, think better 
at even of them, than I have ever yet done, if 
at they ſhall afford me the Honour to be al- 
he ways thought, 


My LOXX D, 
Your Lord ſbip's moſs Obedient, 


r And Devoted Humble Servant, 


d | | 
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PROLOGUE, 


Spoken by Mr. BETTERTON.. 


INCE to your fam'd Fore-Fathers quite contrary, 
You from their Pleaſures, as their Wiſdom wary ; 
What Art, wwhat Method, ſhall the Poct find, 
To hit the Taſte of each fantaſtick Mind; 


Like Summer Flies, which in the Shambles breed ; 
Each Year they fevarm ance, and to the laſt ſuccecd. 


Legions of Toys your ward ring Fancies lead, q 4 


But now they ſtray; and in this prpulous Town 
Each Coxcomb bas @ Folly of his oxon.: 

Some dreſs, ſome dance, ſome play; not to. forget 
Your Piquet Parties, and your dear Baſſet. 


Time was, auben Fools by Fellowſhip avere known ; g : 


Some Praiſe, ſome Rail, ſome Boxb, and fome make Faces; 3 


Your Country Squires hunt Foxes, your Court, Places. 
The City too fills up the various Scene, 

Where Fools lay Wagers, and where Wiſe Men win. 
One rails at Czlia for a late Miſchance 

One grumbles, and cries up the Pow'r of France. 

This, Man talks Poſpticks, and that takes Pills ; 

One cures his own, and one the Nation's Illi. 

Now Fidling, and the Charms of Sing-Song, win ye ; 
Harmenious Peg, and warbling Valentini. 

As to your Drinking 
Nor with your other wile Delights compare it, 

There's ſomething more than Scund, there's Senſe in Claret. 


Meant 


but, for That, we ſpare it, ( | 
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PROLOGUE. 


Mean-while nog leted Verſo, in long Diſgrace,” 
Amongſt your many Pleaſures finds m Place: 


But now wwe hope more equal F udges come, 


AD 
The Virtuous Laws of common Senſe forfwearing, 
You damn us like packt Furies, without hearing, 
Each puny Whipfter here, is Wit enough, '' | 
With ſcornful Airs, and ſupercilious Snuff, | 
To cry, This Tragedy's ſuch damn'd grave Stuff. 


Since Flanders ſends the generous Warriors home : 


You that have fowght for Liberty and Laws, 
Whoſe Valour the proud Gallick Tyrant awes, 
Join to affert the ſinking Muſes Cauſe ; 


þ 


Since the ſame Flame, by different Ways expreſi'd, 


Glows in the Hero's and the Poets Breaft ; 


The ſame great Thoughts, that rouſe you to the Fight, 


Inſpire the Muſe, and bid the Poet Write, 
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Drama- 
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ME N. 


Hengift, King of Kent, Son to Hen- 
_ $i/? the firſt Saxon Invader of Bri. Tree Booth, 


tain. 


Aribert, his Brother. | Mr. Wilks. 
Offa, a Saxon Prince. MNMIr. Hubands. 


Sefrid, firſt Miniſter and Favourite to dur 3 
the King. ; : 


Ofwald, Friend to Aribert. Mr. Keen, 


WOMEN. 


Radbgune, a Saxon Princeſs, Siſter to | 
Ofa, beuoched to the King. 5 * 


Ethelinda, a Brit Lady, priquichy 
marry'd to Aribert. dun, O 


Prieſts, Officers, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 


SCENE in Kent, about Twenty Years af- 
ter the firſt ns of Britain by the 
" Saxons, 
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ACTI SCENE I. 


SCENE, a Palace. 


| ARIBERT. | 
IIETIG} CH are, my Friend, the Joys our 
e 2 Loves have known, 

. 2 18 So ſtill to be deſired, ſo ever new, 


Nor by Fruition pall'd, nor chang'd 
bb. * 
Whate'er the Poets dreamt of their 


ö | 2 n ham, " 

| vr what the Saints believe of the firſt Paradiſe, 
N hen Nature was not yet deſorm'd by Winter, 
Mat one perpetual Beauty crown'd the Year, 


14 The Royal Convert. 
Soak: have wa Gag, og xg Vapor 
theke Counle 10 he 


3 9; Such gran, 4 
ſor ever! + 
But yet; i ae 2 
If he believes yo melt with too mach/Fenderned 3 4 n 
Your noble Heart forgets its native Greatneſs, / 
And ſinks in Softrieſs, "wHen you 1ngatth"thus 3” 
Thus figh and murmur but for ſix Days Abſence. 
Ari. Chide not; but think if e'er, when thou wert 
young, 
Thou lov'dſt thy ſelf, how thou wert wont to judge 
Of Time, of Love, of. Abſence, and Impatience. 5 T 
What! fix long Days, and never write nor ſend! 
'Tho' Adelmar and Kerwald, faithful both, 
Were left behind, to bring me Tidings from her : 
How, Ethelinda ! how haſt thou forgot me! 
Ofw. Perhaps I err ; but if the Pain be ſuch, 
Why is the Fair One, who alone can eaſe it, 
'Thus far divided from your longing Arms ? 
*T were better ne'er to part, than thus to mourn. 
Ari. Oh Ofwald! is there not a fatal Cauſe ? 
Thou know'ft my Ethelinda — 
Ofw. Is a Chriſtiau; | 
A Name by Saxons, and their Gods, abborr d. 
To me her differing Faith imports. not much; 
Tis true indeed, bred to my Country's Manners, 
I worſhip as wy Fathers did before me. 
Unpractis'd in Diſputes, and wrangling Schools, 
I ſeek no farther Knowledge, and ſo keep 
My Mind at Peace, nor know the Pain of doubting ; 
What others think I judge not of too nicely, 
But hold, all honeſt Men are in the right. 
Ari. Then know yet more for my whole * is 
thine, 
Ev'n all my ſecret Soul: ame Cheidicn, 
"Tis wonderful to tell; for oh, my Ofvald, 
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I liſten'd to the Charmer of my Heart. 
Still, as the Night that fled away, Fate," 0 
J heard her, with an Eloquence div nec, 
Reaſon of holy and myſteridus Trutbs 0 
Of Heav'n's moſt righteous Doom, of Man's Injuſtie ;' 1 
Of Laws to curb the Will, and bind the Paſſions; | 
Of Life, of Death, and Immortality; 
Of gnaſhing Fiends beneath, and Pains Eternal; 
Of ſtarry Thrones, and endleſs Joys above. 
My very Soul was aw'd, was ſhook within me; 
Merhought I heard diſtinct, TI faw molt plain, 
Some Angel, in my Zrhelinda's' Form, 
Point out my Way to everlaſting Happiness. 

Of. *Tis wonderful indeed! and yet great Souls, 
By Nature half divine, ſoar to the Stars, 
And hold a near Acquaintance with the Gods. 
And oh, my Prince, when I ſurvey thy V irtue, 
I own the Seal of Heav'n imprinted on thee ; 
I ſtand convinc'd that good and holy Powers 
Inſpire and take Delight to dwell within thee. 
Yet Crowds will ſtill believe, and Prieſts will teach, 
As wandring Fancy, and as Int'reſt leads. 
How will the King and our fierce Saxon Chiefs 
Approve this Bride and Faith? Had Royal Hlengif, 
Thy Father liv'd! 

Ari. Tis on that Rock we deri: | 
Thou bring*{t his dreadfal Image to my Thoughts, - 
And now he ſtands before me,' ſtormy, fence, 
Imperious, unrelenting, and to Death. xd 6 
Tenacious of his Purpoſt-once refolv'd. | 
Juſt ſuch he ſeems, as when ſevere and ſrowming 
He fore d the King, my Brother, and my fel, 
To kneel and ſwear at Modus cruel Altar, 
Firſt, never to forego our CDuntry's Gods z 
Ihen made us vow with deepeſt Imprecations, 
If it were either's Fortune e'er to wed, 


Never | 
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Never to chuſe.a Wife among the | Chriſtians. , | 
Ou. * {OAPI l 
Ari. Tis true, I have: | « card broad ! 

But for a Cauſe ſo juſt, fs warthy; of.me; 

That not t have fail'd in both, had been t have fail'd. 

Yes, Ofwald, by the conſcious Judge within, 

So do I ſtand acquitted to my ſelf, 

That were my Ethelinda free from Danger, 

On Peril of my Life I would make known, 

And to the World avow, my Love and Faith. 

Ofw. I dare not, nay,” tis ſure I cannot blame you: 
You are the ſecret Worſhip of my Soul, 

To me ſo perfeft, that you cannot err. 

But oh ! my Prince, let me cqnjure you now, 

By that moſt faithful Service I've ſtill paid you, 

By Love, and by the gentle E:thelinda, 

Be cautious of your Danger, reſt in Silence. 

In holy Matters, Zeal may be your Guide, 

And lift you on her flaming Wings to Heav'n ; 

But here on Earth truſt Reaſon, and be ſafe. 

Ari. Tis true, the preſent angry Face of Things 
Beſpeaks our cooleſt Thoughts: The Britiſb King, ' 
Ambroſius, arms, and calls us forth to Battle, 
Demanding back the fruitful Fields of Kut, 

By Vortigern to Royal Hengi/t giv'n ; 

A mean Reward for all thoſe Saum Hives 

Were loſt, in propping Bgtain's finking State. 
O. The War with Britain is a diſtant Danger, 

Nor to be weigh'd with our domeſtick Fears. 

Young Offa, chief among our Saxen Princes, 

Who at the King's Entreaty friendly came 

From Northern Jutland, and the Banks of Elbe, 

With twice ten thouſand Warriors to his Aid, 

Frowns on our Court, complains aloud of Wrongs, 

And wears a publick Face of Diſcontent. 
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| ri. Tis faid he is offended, N ro 
Delays to wed'his Siſter. 
Ofw. Twas agreed, | 
"T'was made the firſt Condition of their Friendihip, 
And ſworn with all the Pomp of Prieſts and Altars, 
That beauteous Rodogwne ſhou'd be our Queen: 
Then wherefore this Delay ? The Time was fix'd, 
The Feaſt was bid, and Mirth proclaim'd to all; 
The Croud grew jovial with the Hopes of Holy-days, 
And each, according to our Country's Manner, 
Provok'd his Fellow with a friendly Bowl, 
And bleſs'd the Royal Pair; when on the Morn, 
The very Morn that ſhould have join'd their Hands, 
The King forbad the Rites, 
Ari. Two Days are paſt, 
Nor has my Brother yet diſclos'd the Cauſe. 
Laſt Night, at parting from him, he ſtopt ſhort, 
Then catch d my Hand, and with a troubled Accent, 
With Words that ſpoke like ſecret Shame and Sorrow, 
He told me he had ſomething to impart, | 
And wiſh'd that I would wait him in the Morning. 
Ofw. But ſee, Prince Offa and his beauteous Sifter ! 
The King's. moſt 0 n old Se vide, 
Is with 'em too. 
Ari. Retite ; I would not meet em. 
That Princeſs, Ofwald, is eſteem'd a Wonder. 
To me ſhe ſeems moſt fair; and yet, methinks, 
Do'ſt thou not mark ? there is I know not what 
Of ſullen and ſevere, of fierce and haughty, 
That pleaſes not, but awes ; I gaze aſtoniſh'd, 
And Fear prevents Deſire.—80 Men tremble, 
When Light'ning ſhoots in glittering Trails along: 
It ſhines, tis true, and gilds the gloomy Night; 
But where it ſtrikes, tis fatal. [Exit Ari, and Oſw. 


Enter 
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Enter Offa, 3 Seofrid; yr inde 
Ofa. By Woden, no! I will notthink he meant it; 
Revenge had elſe been ſwiſt. 80 high 1 hold 58 
The Honour of a Soldier and à King, 
I wo'not think your Maſter meant to wrong me. 
Let him beware, however /——jealous Friendſhip, 
And Beauty's tender Fame, can brook no Slights. 
What in a Foe I pardon or deſpiſe, 
Is deadly from a Friend, and fo to be repaid. 
Seof. Whatever Fame or ancient Story tells, 
Of Brother's Love, - or celebrated Friends, 
Whoſe Faith, in Perils oft, and oft in Death, 
Severely had been try'd, and never broke, - 
Such is the Truth, and ſuch the grateful Mind 
Of Royal Hengift to the Princely Of. 
Nor ' you, e. frown, i Wart and Troubles 
"1 [To — 
If watckfat Cvontila and if Cards, which wait 
On Kings, the Nurſing-Fathers of their People, 
With-hold a while the Monarch from your Arms. 
Rods. When fierce Ambroſars leads the Britains forth, 
Thunders in Arms, and ſhakes the duſty Field, 
It ſuits thy wary Maſter's Caution well 
To fit with dreaniing hoary Heads at Council, 
And waſte the Midnight Taper in Debates. 
But let him ſtill be wiſe; conſult his Safety, 
And trouble me no more: Does he fend thee 
With Tales of dull Reſpect, and faint Excuſes ? 
Tell him he might have ſpar'd the forma! Meſſage, 
Till ſome kind Friend had told him how I languiſh'd, 
How like a Turtle I bemoan'd his Abſence. 
Seof. Pardon, fair Excellence, if falt'ring Age 
Prophanes the Paſſion I was bid to paint, 
And drops the Tale imperfe& from my Tongue. 
But Lovers beſt can plead their Cauſe themſelves ; 


And 
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And ſee, your Slave, the King, my Maſter, comes, 


To move your gentle Heart with faithful Vows, 
And pay his humble Homage at your Feet. 


Enter the King, Guards, and other Attendants. 


King. Bat that I truſt not to that Babbler, Fame, 
Who, careleſs of the Majeſty of Kings, | 
Scatters lewd Lies among the Crowd, and wins 
The eaſie Ideots to believe in Monſters, 

K e 3 

Ofa. How Sir? —— 91 
As wanting to my Honour, and my Friends 
By you I ſtand accus'd. 

Ofa. Now by our Friendſhip, 

If that be yet an Oath, reſolve me, Hengift | £50 

Whenqs.are theſe Doubts beg us, whence this Col 
nels : 

Say thou, who knowl, what ſudden ſecret Thought 

Has ſtept between, and daſh d the publick Joy. 

Thou call& me Brother: wherefore wait the Prieſts, 

And ſuffer Hymen's holy Fires to languifh! 

What hinders but that now the Rites begin, 

m AO NIIT OR Senn 

And in the Temple tie the ſacred Knott 

Of Love and Friendſhip to endure for ever? 

King. What hinders it indeed, but that whicl cakes 
This medly War within > but that which cauſes 
This Sickneſs of the Soul, and weighs hes owe 
With more than mortal Cares ? 

Ofa. What ſhall. I call 
This ſecret gloomy Grief, that hides its Head, 

And loves to lurk in Shades? have Royal Minds 
Such Thoughts as ſhun the Day? | 


King. Urge me no farther, 
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But, like a Friend, be willing not to know 
What to reveal would give thy Friend a Pain 
Be ſtill the Partner of my Heart, and ſhare 
In Arms and Glory with me; but, oh! leave, 
Leave me alone to ſtruggle thro' one Thought, 
One ſecret anxious Pang that jars within me, 
That makes me act a Madman's Part before thee, 
And talk Confuſion If thou art my Friend, 
Thou haſt heard me, and be fatisfy'd——if not, 
Ihave too much deſcended from my felf 
To make the mean Requeſt——but _ we Rave. 
To you, fair Princeſg—— 

Rods. No! there needs no more: 
For I would ſpare thee the unready Tale. * 
Know, faithleſs King, I give thee back thy Vows, 
And bid thee ſin ſecure, be ſafely perjur'd. 

Since if our Gods behold thee with my Eyes, 
Their Thunder ſhall be kept for nobler Vengeance, 
And what they ſcorn, like me, they ſhall forgive. 

: King, When Anger lightens in the fair One's Eyes, 
Lowly we bow, as to offended Heav'n, 
Wich blind Obedience, and ſubmiſſive Worſhup ; 
Nor with too curious Boldneſs raſhly reaſon 
Of what is juſt or unjuſt, ſuch high Pow'r 
Is to its ſelf a Rule, and cannot err. 
Yet this may be permitted me to ſpeak, | 
Howe er the preſent — ie 
Yet ſtill my Heart avows your Beauty's Pow'r, 
My Eyes confeſs you Fair —<—  - 
Rogo. Whate er lam , + 
Is of my ſelf, by native Worth exiſting, 
Secure, and independent of thy Praiſe ; | 
Nor let it ſeem too proud a Boaſt, if Minds 
By Nature great, are conſcious of their Greatneſs, / P. 
ie b V 
King: You are offended, Lady. 


— 
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Rodo. Hengif, no. * 
Perhaps thou think'ſt this generous ++ aol TH 
That bluſhing burns upon my glowing Cheek x 
And ſparkes in my Eyes, a Woman's Weakneſs, 
The Malice of a poor ſorſaken Maid, 
Who rails at faithleſs Man. —Miſtaken — — 
For know e'en from the firſt, my Soul diſdain'd thee; J 
Nor am I left by thee, but thou by me. [Y 
So was thy Falſhood to my Will ſubſervient, 
And by .my Purpoſe bound. Thus Man, tho' limited 
By Fate, may vainly think his Actions free, 
While all he does, was at his Hour of Birth, 
Or by his Gods, or potent Stars ordain'd. 

Offa. No more, my Siſter: Let the Gown-Man talk, 
And mark out Right and Wrong in noiſy Courts: 
While the Brave, find a, nearer Way to Juſtice, 
They hold themſelves the Ballance and the Sword, 
And ſuffer Wrong ſrom none. Tis much beneath me, 
To aſk again the Debt you owe to Honour; . 
So that be ſatisfy d, we ſtill are Friends, 
And Brothers of the War. But mark me, Hengi/, 
I am not us'd to wait; and if this Day 
Paſs unregarded as the former two, 
Soon as To- morrow dawns expect me. 

King. Where? _ 

Offa. Arm'd in the Field. | 

Seof. Beſeech you, Sir, be calm, [To the King. 
The valiant Prince— _ | 

Offa. Tho' I cou'd with it otherwiſe. 
And fince the Honour of the Saxon Name, 
Ard Empire here in Britain, reſts upon thee, 
Believe me, I would ſtill be found thy Friend. 

[Exeunt Offa, Rodogune, and Attendants. 

King. No, I renounce that Friendſhip ; periſh too, - 
Periſh that Name and Empire both for ever; 
What are the Kingdoms of the peopled Earth, 
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What ave their Purple, and their Crowns to tne, 
If I am curſt within, and unt that Peace gies a 
Which every Slave enjoys ? HOMAS 
Seof. My Royal Maſterr,., & 
It racks my aged Heart Caen 
But oh! what Aid, what Counſel can I bring you, 
When all yon' Eaſtern Down, ev'n to the Surge 
That bellowing beats on Devey's chalky Cliff, 
With creſted Helmets thick embattel'd ſhines ; 
With theſe your Friends, what are you but the greateſt ? 
With theſe your Fo&—Oh! let me loſe that Thought, 
And rather think I ſee you Britain's King; 
Ambrofius vanquiſh'd, and the fartheſt P:&#s 
Submitted to your Sway, tho? the ſame Scene 
Diſcover'd to my View the haughty Rodogune 
Plac'd on ybur Throne, and Partner of your Bed. 
King. What! ſhou'd I barter Beauty for Ty 
Forſake my Heav*n of Love, to reign in Hell? 
Take a Domeſtick Fury to my Breaſt, 
And never know one Hour of Peace again? 
Stateſman, thou reaſon'ſt ill. By mighty Thor, 
Who wields the Thunder, I will rather chuſe 
To meet their Fury. Let 'em come together, 
Young Offa and Ambrofius. © Tho my Date 
Of mortal Life be ſhort, it ſhall be glorious, . 
Each Minute ſhall be rich in ſome great Action, 
To ſpeak the King, the Hero, and the Lover. 
Seof. The Hero and the King are glorious Names; 
But oh! my Maſter, wherefore is the Lover? 
In Honour's Name remember what you are, 
Break from the Bondage of this feeble Paſſion, 
And urge your Way to Glory : Leave with Scorn 
Unmanly Pleaſures to unmanly Minds, 
And thro' the rough, the thorny Paths of Danger, 
Aſpire to Virtue, and immortal Greatneſs. | 
Tin, Hence with thy hungry, dull, untimely Morals, 
The 
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Who would be Great, but to be Happy too? 
Aid yet ſuch Tdeots are we, to exchange 

Our Peace and Pleaſure for the Trifle Glory; 
What is the Monarch, mighty, rich, and great? 
What? but the common Victim of the State: 
Born to grow old in Cares, to waſte his Blood, 
And ſtill be wretched for the publick Good. 
So, by the Prieſts, the nobleſt of the Kind 

Is to atone the angry Gods defign'd ; 

And while the-meaner Sprt from Death are freed, 
The mighty Bull, that wont the Herd to lead, 
Is doom d for fatal Excellence to bleed. [ Exeunt. 
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Enter the King and Scofrid. 
11 


Err es O more of theſe unneceſſary Doubts : 

me Thy cold, -thy cautious Age is vainly 
anxious, 

Thy Fears are inauſpicious to my 
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4 ie Courage, 

| And chill the native Ardour of my 


This ſullen cloudy Sky that bodes a Storm 
Shall clear, and every Danger fleet away ; 
Our Saxons ſhall forget the preſent cord, 
And urge the Britons with united Arms; 
Hymen ſhall be aton'd, ſhall join two Hearts 
Agreeing, kind, and fitted for each other, 
And Aribert ſhall be the Pledge of Peace. 

Seof. Propitious God of Love, encline his Heart 
To melt before her Eyes, to meet her Wiſhes, 
And yield Submiſſion to the haughty Maid. 
Thou that delight in cruel Wantonneſs, 

To join ynequal Necks beneath thy Yoak, 

For once be gentle, and inſpire both Hearts 
With mutual Flames, that each may burn alike. 
Oft haſt thou ruin'd Kingdoms, ſave one now ; 
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And thoſe who curſt thee, parſimonious Age 
And rigid Willem, ſhall raiſe _ to eo, 


een e Aribert. 1 


King. But ſee he ape and brings o our Wiſhes with 
him, 
Oh, Aribert ! my Soul has * deſir d thee, 
Has waited long for thy Relief, .and wanted 
To ſhare the Burthen which ſhe bears with thee, 
And give thee half her Sorrows. 
Ari. Give me all, 
Ev'n all che Pain you feel, and let my Truth 
Be greatly try'd ; let there be much to ſuffer, 
To prove how much my willing Heart can bear, 
To eaſe my King, my Brother, and my Friend. 
King. I know thee ever gentle in thy Nature, 
Yielding and kind, and tender in thy Friendſhip, | 
And therefore all my Hope of Peace dwells with thee. 
For oh! my Heart has, labour'd long with Pain, 
I have endur'd the Rage of ſecret Grief, 
A Malady that burns and rankles inward, | 
And wanted ſuch a Hand as thine to heal me. 
Ari. Speak it, nor wound the Soſtneſs of my Soul 
With theſe obſcure Complainings; ſpeak, my Lord. 
King. Firſt then, this fatal Marriage is my Curſe, 
This galling, Yoke to which my Neck is doom'd, 
This Bride—ſhbe is my Plague—ſhe haunts my Dreams, 
Invades the ſofter filent Hour of Reſt, - | 
And breaks the balmy Slumber. Night grows tgdious, 
She ſeems to lag, and hang her ſable Wing ; 
And yet I dread the Dawning of the Mom. 
As if ſome ſcreaming Sprite had ſhriek d, and call'd, 
Hengiſt, ariſe, To-morrow is thy laſt. ' 
Ari. A thouſand ſpeaking Griefs are in your Eyes, 
To tell the Rack within I read it plain. 
But oh! my King, what Prophet could have dreamt 
5 B 
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A Turn like this? that Beauty ſhould deſtroy, 
And Love, which ſhould have bleſt you, curſe you mot. 
King. Oh ! wherefore m thou Love? Can there 
be Love, | 
When Choice, the free; the chearful Voice of Nature, 
And Reaſon's deareſt Privilege, is wanting ? | 
What cruel Laws impoſe a Bride, or Bridegroom, 
On any Brute but Man? Obſerve the Beafts, 
And mark the feather'd Kind ; does not the Turtle, 
When Venus and the coming Spring incite him, 
Chuſe out his Mate himſelf, and love her moſt, - 
Becauſe he likes her beft ? But Kings myſt wed, 
(Curſe on the hard Condition of their Royalty 1 
T _ ſordid Slaves may fweat and eat in Peace. 
i. Tis hard indeed Would ſhe had never come, 
Ee 
King. So would I ! —— but now —— 
Avi. Ay] now what Remedy? 
When ta refuſe the Sax Offa's Siſter 
Shall ſhake your Throne, and make the Name of Hengiſt, 
The famous, the victorious Name of Heng:/?, 
Grow vile and mean in Britain. 
King. Yes, my Brother, 
There is a Remedy, and only one. 
'This proud imperious Fair, whoſe haughty Soul 
Diſdains the humble Monarchs of the Earth, 
Who ſoars elate, affects to tread the Stars, 
And ſcorns to mingle but with thoſe above, 
Ev'n ſhe, avith all that Majeſty and Beauty, 
The proudeſt and the faireſt of her Sex, 
She has the Paſſions of a very Woman, 
And doats on thee, my Aribert. 
Ari. On me! 
What means my Lord? impoſſible 
King. "Tis true; 


As true, as that my Happineſs depends 
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Upon her Love to thee. My faithful $-frid | 
Has pierc'd into her very inmoſt Heart, 

And found thee reigning there. 

Ari. Then all is plain: | 
My ſwelling Heart heaves at the Wrong you do me, 
And wo'not be repreſt. Some Fiend from Hell 
Has ſhed his Poiſon in your Royal Breaſt, 
And ſtung you with the gnawing Canker, Jealouſy. 
But wherefore ſhould I ſeek for Fiends from Hell, 
And trace the Malice of the Thought from far, 
Since the perſidious Author ſtands conteſt ? 
This Villain has traduc'd me.— 

Seof. By the Soul 
Of your victorious Father, Royal Hengiſt, 
My ever-gracious, ever-honour'd Maſter, 
Much have you wrong'd your faithful Seid, 
To think that I would kindle Wrath betwixt you, 
Or ſtrive to break your holy Bond of Brotherhood. 

King. No, Aribert, accuſe him not, nor doubt 
His oft, his well-try'd Faith. But caſt thy Eyes 
Back on thy ſelf, and while I hold the Mirror, 
Survey thy ſelf, the certain Cauſe of Love: 
Survey thy youthful Form, by Nature faſhion'd 
The moſt unerting Pattern of her Skill; 
The Pomp of Lovelineſs ſhe ſpreads all o'er thee, 
And decks thee laviſhly with ev'ry Grace, 
That charms in Woman, or commands in Man; 
Behold—nor wonder then if Crowns are ſcorn'd, 
And purple Majeſty looks vile before thee. 

Ari. Oh! whither, whither would you lead? And why 
This Prodigality of ill-tim'd Praiſe ? 

S-of. Were you not all my Royal Maſter ſaid, 
Form'd to enthral the Hearts of the ſoſt Sex, 
Yet that ſhe loves is plain, from 

Ari. Hence, thou Sycophant! 

Seef. Your Pardon, Sir; it has not been my Office 
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To forge a Tale, or cheat your Ear with Flattery, 
Nor have I other Meaning than your Service ; 
But that the Princeſs loves you is moſt true. 
Emma, the chief, moſt favour'd of her Women, 
The only Partner of her ſecret Soul, 4 
To me avow'd her Paſſion; and howe'er 
Her haughty Looks reſent the King's Delay, 
Yet in her Heart with Pleaſure ſhe applauds it, 
And would forego, tho' hard to Womankind, 
The Pride, high Place and Dignity of Empire, 
To ſhare an humbler Fate with princely Aribert. 
King. Why doſt thou turn away? wherefore deform - 
The Grace and Sweetneſs of thy ſmiling Youth, 
With that ungentle Frown'? Art thou not pleas'd 
To ſee the Tyrant Beauty kneel before thee, 
Diveſted of her Pride, and yield to thee 
Unaſk'd a Prize, for which, like Grecian Helen, 
The Great Ones of the Earth might ſtrive in Arms, 
And Empires well be loſt ? 
Ari. Are we not Brothers ? | 
We are; and Nature form'd us here alike ; 
Save that her-partial Hand gave all the Majeſty 
And Greatneſs to my King, and left me rich 
Only in Plainneſs, Friendſhip, Truth and Tenderneſs. 
Then wonder not our Paſſions are the ſame ; 
That the ſame Objects cauſe our Love and Hate. 
You ſay, you cannot love this beauteous e z 
Is not my Heart like yours ? 
King. Come near, my Brother; 
And while I lean thus fondly on thy Boſom, 
I will diſcloſe my inmoſt Soul to thee, 
And ſhew thee ev'ry ſecret Sorrow there. 
I love, my Aribert ; I love to Death:: 
The raging Flame has touch'd my Heart, my Brain, 
And Madneſs will enſue. - 
Ari. Tis molt unhappy ! 
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But ſay, what Royal Maid, or Saran born, 
Or in the Britiſß Court, what fatal Beauty 
Can rival Rodogune's Imperial Charms? 
King. Tis all a Tale of Wonder, tis a Riddle, 
High on a Throne, and Royal as I am, 
I want a Slave's Confent to make me happy. 
Nay more, poſſeſs'd of her I love, or Love, 
Or ſome Divinity, more ſtrong than Love, 
Forbids my Bliſs, nor have I yet enjoy'd her. 
Tho' I have taught my haughty Heart to bow, 
'Tho? lowly as ſhe is, of Birth obſcure, 
And of a Race unknown, I oft have offer'd 
To raiſe her to my Throne, make her my Queen ; 
Yet till her colder Heart denies my Suit, 
And weeping, {till ſhe anſwers, *Tis in vain. 
Ari. Myſterious all, and dark! Yet ſuch is Love, 
And ſuch the Laws of his fantaſtick Empire. 
'The wanton Boy delights to bend the Mighty, 
And ſcoffs at the vain Wiſdom of the Wile. 
King. Here in my Palace, in this next Apartment, 
Unknown to all but this my faithful Sevi, 
The Charmer of my Eyes, my Heart's dear Hope 
Remains, at once my Captive and my Queen. 
Ari. Ha! in your Palace! here! 
"King. Ev'n here, my Brother. 
But thou, thou ſhalt behold her, for to thee, 
As. to my other ſelf, I truſt. The Cares 
Of Courts, and Tyrant Buſineſs, draw me hence; 
But Seofrid ſhall ſtay, and to thy Eyes 
[ The King fins to Scoſrid, who goes out, 
Diſcloſe the ſecret "Treaſure ! Oh ! my Aribert, 
Thou wo't not wonder what diſtracts my Peace, 
When thou behold'ft thoſe Eyes. Pity thy Brother, 
And from the Beach lend him thy friendly Hand, 
Leit while conflicting with a Sea of Sorrows, 
The proud Waves over-bear him, and he periſh. 
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7. Judge me, juſt Heav'n, and you, my Royal 
Brother, $73> 
If my own Life be dear to me as yours. 
All that my ſcanty Pow'r can give is yours, 
If I am circumſerib'd by Fate, oh ! pity me, 
That I can do no more; for oh! my King, 
I would be worthy of a Brother's Name, 
Would keep up all my Int'reſt in your Heart, 
That when I kneel before you (as it ſoon 
May happen that I ſhall) when I fall proftrate, 
And doubtfully and trembling afk a Boon, 
The greateſt you can give, or. I can aſk, 
I may find Favour in that Day before you, 
And bleſs a Brother's Love, that bids me live. 

King. Talk not of asking, but command my Pow'r. 
By Thor, the greateft of our Saxon Gods, ; 
I ſwear, the Day that fees thee joir'd to Radganr, 
Shall ſee thee crown'd, and Partner of my Throne. 
Whate'er our Arms ſhall conquer more in Britain, 
Thbine be the Pow'r, and mine but half the Name. 
With Joy to thee, my Aribert, I yield . 

The Wreaths and Trophies of the duſty Field 

To thee I leave this nobleſt Iſle to ſway, 

And teach the ſtubborn Britaim to obey 3 

While from my Cares to Beauty I retreat, 

Drink deep the luſcious Banquet, and forget | 

That Crowns are glorious, or that Kings are great. 
[Exit King» 


Manet Aribert. 


Ari. Oh fatal Love curſt unauſpicious Flame 
Thy baleful Fires blaze o'er us like a Comet, 
And threaten Diſcord, Deſolation, Rage, 
And moſt malignant Miſchief. Lov'd by Rogogune ! 
What II—muſt I wed Rodegune!—O Miſery !—— 
Fantaſtick 


The Royal Convert. 31 


Fantaſtick Cruetty of Hoodwink'd Chance ! 

There is no end of Thought——the Labyrinth winds, 
And I am loſt for ever Oh! where now, 
Where is my Ethelinda now — that dear one, 

That gently us'd to breathe the Sounds of Peace, 
Gently as Dews deſcend, or Slumbers creep; 

That us'd to brood: er my tempeſtuous Soul, 

And huſh me to a Calm. 


Enter Seofrid and Ethelinda. 
Sec. Thus ſtill to weep. 
Is to accuſe my Royal Maſter's Truth. 
He loves you with the beſt, the nobleſt Meaning; 
With Honour 

Ethel, Keep, oh keep him in that Thought, 

And-fave me from Pollution. Let me kuow. 

All Miſeries beſide, each kind of Sorrow, 

And prove me with Variety of Pains, 
Whips, Racks, and Flames: For | was born to ſuffer ; 
And when the Meaſure of my Woes is full, , 
That Low'r in whom I truſt will ſet me free. 

Ari. It cannot be—No, tis Iltafion all. ¶ Sceing Lore 
Some mimick Fantom wears. the lovely Form, 

Has learnt the Muſick of her Voice, to mock me, 

To ſtrike me dead with Wonder and with Fear, 

Ethel. And do I ſee then! my Lord ! my Aribert! 
What! once more hold thee in my trembling Arms! 
Here let my Days, and here my Sorrows end, 

F have enough of Life. 

Seof. Ha! What is this! 

But mark a little farther. [ Aſides 

Ethel. Keep me here, 

Oh bind me to thy Breaſt, and hold me faſt ; 

For if we part once more, 'twill be for ever. 

It is not to be told what Ruin fallows. 

'Tis more than Death, tis all that we can fear, 
B 4 
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And we ſhall never, never meet again 
Ari. 'Then here, thus folded in each other's Arms, 
Here, let us here reſolve to die together ; : 
Defy the Malice of our cruel Fate, 
And thus preſerve the ſacred Bond inviolable, 
Which Heav'n and Love ordain'd to laft for ever. 
But *%is in vain, tis torn, 'tis broke already; 
And envious Hell, with its more potent Malice, 
Has ruin'd and deform'd the beauteous Work of Heav'n : 
Elſe, wherefore art thou here! Tell me at once, 


And ſtrike me to the Heart But tis too plain: 
I read thy Wrongs——T read the horrid Inceſt 
[ Hide. 


Segf: Ha! Inceſt, ſaid he, Inceſt 

Ethel. Oh! forbear 
The dreadful impious Sound; I ſhake with Horror 
To hear it nam'd. Guard me, thou gracious Heav'n, 
Thou that haſt been my ſure Defence till now, 
Guard me from Hell, and that its blackeſt Crime. 

: Ari. Yes, ye Celeſtial Hoſt, ye Saints and Angels, 
She is your Care, you Miniſters of Goodneſs, 
For this bad World is leagu'd with Hell againſt her, 
And only you can fave her. I my ſelf, (To Ethel. 
Ev'n I am ſworn thy Foe, I have undone thee, 
My Fondneſs now betrays thee to Deſtruction. 

Ethel. Then all is bad indeed. 

Ari. Thou ſeeſt it not. | 
My heedleſs Tongue has talk'd away 8 Life : 
And mark the Miniſter of both our Fates. 

[Pointing to Seofrid; 

Mark with what Joy he hugs the dear Diſcovery, 
And thanks my Folly for the fatal Secret: 
Mark how already in his working Brain, 
He forms the well-concerted Scheme of Miſchief: 
„Tis fix'd, 'tis done, and both are doom'd to Death 
And yet there is a Pauſe——lIf Graves are ſilent, 
Ang the Dead wake not to moleſt the Living, 
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Be Death thy Portion die, and with thee die 
The Knowledge of our Loves. WEE 
[Aribert catches hold of Seofrid with one Hora, with 
the other draws his Sword, and holds, it th his Breaſt. | 
Senf. What means my Lord? 
Ethel. Oh hold! for Mercy's fake reſtrain thy Hand, 
[ Holding his Hand, 
Blot not thy Innocence with guiltleſs Blood. 
What would thy raſh, thy frantick Rage intend ? 
Ari. Thy Safety and my on 
Ethel. Truſt em to Heav'n. 
Seof. Has then my hoary Head deſery 4 no better, 
Than to behold my Royal Maſter's Son 
Lift up his armed Hand againſt my Life ? | 
Oh Prince, oh wherefore burn your Eyes, and why, 
Why is your ſweeteſt Temper turn'd to Fury? 
Ari. Oh thou: haſt ſeen, and heard, and known too 
much; 
Haſt pry'd into the Secret of my Heart, 
And found the certain Means of my undoing. 
Seof. Where is the Merit of my former Life, 
The try'd Experience of my faithful Years! 
Are they forgot, and can I be that Villain! 
Ari. Thou wert my Father's old, his faithful Ser- 
vant. 
Seof. Now by thy Life, our Empire's other Hope, 
O Royal Yauth, I ſwear my Heart bleeds for thee ; 
Nor can this Object of thy fond Deſire, 
This lovely weeping Fair be dearer to thee, 
Than thou art to thy faithful Sid. 
I ſaw thy Love, I heard thy tender Sorrows, 
With ſomewhat like an anxious Father's. Pity, 
With Cares, and with a thouſand Fears tor thee, 
Ari. What! is it poſſible! 
Seof. Of all the Names 
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Religion knows, point the maſt ſacred a 
Ard let me ſwear by that. ' 

Ari. I would believe thee. 
Forgive the Madpels of my firſt Deſpair, 

[ Letting fall his Seword. 

And if thon haſt Compaſſion, ſhew it now ; 
Be now that Friend, be now that Father to me, 
Be now that Guardian Angel which I want, 
Have Pity on my Youth, and ſave my Love. 

Szef. Firſt then, to ſtay theſe ſudden Guſts of Paſſion 
That hurry you from Reaſon, reſt aſſur d 
The Secret of your Love lives with me only. 
The Dangers are not ſmall that ſeem to threaten you: 
Yet, would you truſt you to your old Man's Care, 
I durſt be bold to warrant yet your Safety. 

Ari. Perhaps the ruling Hand of Heav'n is in it; 
And working thus unſeen by ſecond Cauſes, 
Ordains thee for its Inſtrument of Good, 
To me, and to my Love. Then be it ſo, 
I truſt thee with my Life; but oh! yet more, 
J truſt thee with a Treaſure that tranſcends 
To infinite Degrees the Life of Aribert; 
I truſt thee with the Partner of my Soul, 
My Wife, the kindeſt, deareſt, and the trueſt, 
'That ever wore the Name. | 

Seof. Now Bleſſings on you—— / 
May Peace of Mind and mutual Joys attend 
To crown your fair Affections. May the Sorrows, 
That now fit heavy on you, paſs away, | 
And a long Train of ſmiling Years ſucceed, 
To pay you for the paſt. 

Ari. It was my Chance, 
On that diftinguiſh'd Day when valiant Flavian, 
A Name renown'd among the Hritiſb Chiefs, 
Fell by the Swords of our victorious Saxony, 
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To reſcue this his Daughter from the Violence 

Of the fierce Soldiers Rage. Nor need I tell thee, 

For thou thy ſelf behold' her, that I lov'd her, 

Lov'd her and was belov'd ; our meeting Hearts 

Conſented ſoon, and Marriage made u one. 

Her holy Faith and Chriſtian Croſs, eppos'd 

Againſt the Saxon Gods, join'd with the Memory 

Of the dread King my Father's fierce Command, 

Urg'd me to ſeek my Ethelinda's Safety, 

And hide her from the World. Juſt to my Wiſh, 

Beneath the friendly Covert of a Wood, 

Cloſe by whoſe ſide the filver Medway ran, 

I found a little, pleaſant, lonely Cottage, 

A Manſion fit for Innocence and Love, 

Had but a Guard of Angels dwelt around it 

To keep off Violence But forc'd from thence——- 

By whom betray'd——Why I . her * 

There I am loſt 3 * 
Ethel. There my ad Part begins. 

It was the ſecond Morn ſince thou hadſt les me, 

When through the Wood I took my uſual Way, 

To ſeek the Coolneſs of the well · ſpread Shade 

That overlooks the Flood. On a fear Branch, 

Low bending to the Bank, I fate me down, 

Muſing and till ; my Hand ſuſtain' d my Head, 

My Eyes were fix'd upon the paſſing Stream, 

And all my Thoughts were bent on Heav'n and thee z 

When ſudden through the Woods a bounding Stag 

Ruſh'd headlong down, and plung'd amidſt the River. 

Nor far behind, upon a foaming Horſe, 

'There follow'd hard a Man of Royal Port. 

J roſe, and would have ſought the thicker Wood 5 

But while I hurry'd on my haſty Flight, 

My heedleſs Feet deceiv'd me, and I fell, 

Strait leaping from his Horſe, he rais'd me up. 
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Surpriz d and troubl'd at the ſudden Chance, 
I begg'd he would permit me to retire; 
But he, with furious, wild, diſorder'd Levke: : 
His Eyes and glowing Viſage flaſhing Flame, | 
Swore 'twas impBſlible ; he never would, 
He could not leave me; with ten thouſand Ravings, 
The Dictates of his looſer Rage. At length 
He ſeiz'd my re Hand: I ſhriek'd and 
call'd 
To Heav'n for Aid, when in a luckleſs Hour, 
Your faithſul Servants, Aaelmar and Kennbald, 
Came up, and loſt their Lives in my Defence. ' . .../ 
Ari. Where will the Horror of thy Tale have 
End 
Ethel. The m King (for och 1 found he 
was) 
By three Aiuttdance join'd, bore me away, 
Reſiſtleſs, dying, ſenſeleſs with my Fears. 
Since then, a wretched Captive, 1 deplore 
Our Cortimon Woes; for mine, I know, are thine. 
Ari. Witneſs the Sorrows of the preſent Hour, 
The Fears that rend ev*n now my lab'ring Heart, 
For thee, and for my ſelf. And yet, alas 
What are the preſent Ills, compar'd to thoſe | 
That yet remain behind, for both to ſuffer ? 
Think where thy helpleſs Innocence is lodg'd ; 
The Rage of lawleſs Pow'r, and burning Luſt, 
Are bent on thee ; tis Hell's important Cauſe, 
And all its blackeſt Fiends are arm'd againſt thee. 
Ethel. Tis terrible! my Fears are mighty on me, 
And all the Coward Woman trembles in me. 
But oh] when Hope and never-failing Faith 
Revive my fainting Soul, and lift my 'Thoughts 
Up to yon” azure Sky, and burning Lights above, 
Methinks I read my Safety written there; | 
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Methinks I ſee the Warlike Hoſt of Heav'n 
Radiant in glittering Arms, and beamy Gold, 
The great Angelick-Pow'rs go. forth by Bands, 
To ſuccour Truth and Innocence below. 
Hell trembles at the Sight, and hides its Head 
In utmoſt Darkneſs, while on Earth each Heart, 
Like mine, is fill'd with Peace and Joy unutterable. 
Segf. Whatever Gods there be, their Care you 
are. 
Nor let your gentle Breaſt harbour one Thought 
Of Outrage from the King : His Noble Nature, 
Tho' warm, tho' fierce, and prone to ſudden Paſ- 
fions, 
Is juſt and genfle, when the torrent Rage 
Ebbs out, and cooler Reaſon comes again. 
Should he (which all ye holy Pow'rs avert) 
Urg'd by his Love, ruſh on to impious Force, 
If that ſhould happen, in that laſt Extream, 
On Peril of my Life I will aſſiſt you, 
And you ſhall find your Safety in your Flight. 
Ari. Oh guard her Innocence, let all thy Care 
Be watchfal, to preſerve her from Diſhonour. 
Seof. Reſt on my Diligence and Caution ſafe. 
E'er twice the Ruler of the Day return, 
To gild the chalky Cliffs on Britain's Shoar, 
Some favourable Moment ſhall be found, 
To move the King, your Royal Brother's Heart, 
With the ſad tender Story of your Loves. 
Till then be chear'd, and hide your inward Sorrows 
With well-difiembled neceſſary Smiles; 
Let the King read Compliance in your Looks, 
A free and ready yielding to his Wiſhes. 
At preſent, to prevent his Doubts, 'twere fit 
That you ſhould take a haſty Leave, and part. 
Ethel. What! muſt we part? 
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Sec. But for a few ſhort Hours, 
That you may meet in Joy, and part no more. 
Ari. Oh fatal Sound! oh Grief unknown till now ! 

While thou art preſent my fad Heart ſeems lighter ; 

I gaze, and Comfort from thy Beauty; 

Thy gentle Eyes ſend forth a quick'ning Spirit, 

And feed the yiog Lamp of Liſe within me; 

But oh! when thou art gone, and my fond Eyes 

Shall ſeek thee all around, but ſeek in vain, 

What Pow'r, what Angel ſhall ſupply thy Place, 

Shall help me to ſupport my Sorrows then, 

And ſave my Soul from Death? 

Ethel. My Life! my Lord! 

What would my Heart ſay to thee! ——— but no 
more. 

Oh lift thy Eyes up to that holy Powꝰr, 

Whoſe wondrous Truths, and Majeſty Divine, 

Thy Ethelinda taught thee firſt to know; 

There fix thy Faith, and triumph o'er the World : 

For who can help, or who can fave beſides ? 

Does not the Deep grow calm, and the rude North 

Be huſh'd at his Command? thro” all his Works, 

Does not his Servant Nature hear his Voice ? 

Hear and Obey ? Then what is impious Man 

That we ſhould fear him, when Heav'n owns our 
Cauſe ? 

That Heav'n ſhall make my Aribert its Care, 7 


Shall to thy Groans and Sighings lend an Ear, 
And fave thee in the Moment of Deſpair. 
Ari. Oh! thou haſt touch'd me with the ſacred Theme, 
And my cold Heart is kindled at thy. Flame ; 
An active Hope grows bufie in my Breaſt, 
And ſomething tells me we ſhall both be bleſt. 
Like thine, my Eyes the Starry 'Thrones purſue, 
And Heav'n diſclos'd ſtands open to my View ; 


And ſee the Guardian Angels of the Good, 
Reclining ſoft on many a Golden Cloud, 
To Earth they ſeem their gentle Heads to bow, 
And pity what we ſuffer here below ; 
But oh! to thee, thee moſt they ſeem to turn, 
Joy in thy Joys, and for thy Sorrows mourn : 
Thee, oh my Love, their common Care they make. 
Me to their kind Protection too they take, 5 
And ſave me for my Ethelinda's ſake. 

{Exeunt Seofrid and Ethelinda at one Door, 

Aribert az the other. 
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ACT HI. SCENE I. 


Enter Seofrid. 


SEOFRID. 


HA is the boaſted Majeſty of Kings, 
—— | Their Godlike Greatneſs, if their Fate 


depend. 
Upon that meaneſt of their Paſſions, 
| Love? 
The Pile their warlike Fathers toil'd to raiſe, 
To raiſe a Monument of deathleſs Fame, 
A Woman's Hand o'er-turns. - The Cedar thus, 
That lifted his aſpiring Head to Heav'n, 
Secure, and fearleſs of the ſounding Axe, 
Is made the Prey of Worms; his Root deſtroy'd, 
He finks at once to Earth, the mighty Ruin, 
And Triumph of a wretched Inſect's Pow'r. 
Is there a Remedy in human Wiſdom, 
My Mind has left unſought, to help this Evil ? 
I would preſerve 'em both, the Royal Brothers ; 
But if their Fates ordain that one muſt fall, 
Then let my Maſter ſtand. This Chriſtian Woman — 
Ay, there the Miſchief comes What are our Gods, 
That they permit her to defie their Pow'r ? 
But thays not much, let their Prieſts look to that, 
Were ſhe but well renzov'd —— But then the King 
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Why, Abſence, Buſineſs, or another Face, 
A thouſand Things may cure him —— would 'twere 
done, 
And my Head ſafe—— That! let me look to b 
But ſee the Huſband comes ! — ha ! — not ill thought, 
It ſhall be try'd at leaſt. 


Enter Aribert. 


Ari. Still to this Place 
My Heart inclines, ſtill hither turn my Eyes, 
Hither my Feet unbidden find their way. 
Life a fond Mother from her dying Babe 
Forc'd by officious Friends and Servants Care, 
I linger at the Door, and wiſh to know, 
Yet dread to hear the Fate of what I love. 
Oh Sexfrid / do'ſt thou not wonder much, 
And pity my weak Temper, when thou ſeeſt me 
Thus in a Moment chang'd from Hot to Cold, 
My active Fancy glowing now with Hopes, 
Anon thus drooping ; Death in my pale Viſage, _ 
My Heart, and my chill Veins, all freezing with De- 
ſpair ? 
Seof. I bear an equal Portion of your Sorrows, 
Your Fears too all are mine. And oh! my Prince, 
I would partake your Hopes ; but my cold Age, 
Still apt to doubt the worſt | 
Ari. What do'ſt thou doubt? F 
Seef. Nay! nothing worſe than what we both 1 
fear'd. 
Ari. How! nothing ſpeak thy Fear. 
Seof. Why nothing new. 
that's all. 


The King 
Ari. Phe King! Oh that's too mack! 


And yet —— yet there is more, I read it plain 
In thy dark ſullen Viſage like a Storm 
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That gathers black upon the frowning Sky, 
And grumbles in the Wind But let it come, 
Let the whole 'Tempeſt burſt upon my Head, 


Let the fierce Lightning blaſt, the Thunder rive me ;- 2 


For oh tis ſure the Fear of what Genn 
Does far tranſcend the Pain. 

Seof. You fear too ſoon, 
And Fancy drives you much too fiercely on. 
I do not fay that what may happen, will: 
Chance often mocks what wiſely we foreſee. 
Beſides, the-ruling Gods are over all, 
And order as they pleaſe their World below. 
The King, tis true, is Noble but Impetuous: 
And Love; er call it by the coarſer Name, 
Luſt, is, of all. che Frailties of our Nature, 
What moſt we ought to fear; the headſirong Beaſt 
Ruſhes along, impatient for the Courſe, - 


Nor hears the Rider's Call, nor feels the Rein. 0 | 


Ari. What would'lt thou have REY” 
Scof. Think of the worſt, 

Your better Fortune will arrive more . 

To ſpeak then with that Openneſs of Heart 

That ſhould deſerve your Truft, I have my Fears, 


What if, at ſome dead Hour of Night, the King 


Intend a Viſit to your weeping Princeſs ? 

Ari. Ha 

Sen. He may go, tis true, with a fair Purpoſe. 
Suppoſe her ſunk into a downy Slumber, 
Her beating Heart juſt tir'd, and gone to Reſt : 
Methinks I ſee her on her Couch repos'd, 


The lovely, helpleſs, ſweet, unguarded Innocence; 


With gentle Heavings riſe her ſnowy Breaſts, 
Soft ſteals the Balmy Breath, the roße Hew 
Glows on her Cheek, a deep Vermilion dyes 
Her dewy Lip, while Peace and ſmiling Joy 
Sit huſh'd and filent on the fleeping Fair. 


Then 
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Then think what Thoughts invade the gazing King; 


Catch'd with the ſudden Flame, at once he burns, 
At once he flies reſiſtleſs on his Prey. 
Waking ſhe ſtarts diſtracted with the Fright, 
To 4ribert's lov'd Name in vain ſhe flies; 
Shrieking ſhe calls her abſent Lord in vain. 
The King, poſſeſt of all his furious Will 
Ari. Firſt fink the Tyrant Raviſher to Hell! 
Seize him, ye-Fiends ! —— firſt periſh thou and I! 
Let us not live to hear of ſo much Horror. 
The curſed Deed will turn me ſavage wild, 
Blotev'ry Thought of Nature from my Soul. 
A Brother —— I will ruſh and tear his Breaſt, 
Be drunk with guſhing Blood, and glut my Vengeance | 
With his inceſtuous Heart. 
Secf. It is, but juſt 
You ſhould be mov'd, for ſure the Thought is dreadſul. 
But keep this ſwelling Indignation down, 21-40 
And let your cooler Reaſon now prevail, r 
That may perhaps find out fore means of Safety. 
Ari. Talk'& thee: of. Balvey e may talk. of 
Heav'n, 
May gaze with Rapture n ; 
But who-ſball lend us Wings to reach their Height? 
Impoſſible ! 
Seof. There is a Way yet left, 
And only one. 
Ari. Ha! ſpeak ———— 
Seof. Her. ſudden Flight. 
Ari. Oh! by what friendly Means ? Be ſwift to an- 
ſwer, 
Nor waſte the precious Minutes with Delay. 
Segf. The King, now abſent from the Palace, ſeems 
To yield a fair Occaſion for your Wiſhes ; 
A private Poſtern opens to my Gardens, 
Thro' which the beauteous Captive might remove, 5 
TI 
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"Till Night, and a Diſguiſe ſhall farther aid her, 

To fly with Safety to the Britons Camp. 

*T'is true, one Danger I might well object 
Ari. Oh] do not, do not blaſt the ſpringing Hopes 

Which thy kind Hand has planted in my Soul. 

If there be Danger, turn it all on me. 


Let my devoted Head 
Seof. Nay ! tis not much, 
"Tis but my Life ; and I would gladly give it, 
To buy your Peace of Mind. 
Ari. Alas! what mean'ſt thou? 
Seef. Does it not follow plain? ſhall not the King 
Turn all his Rage upon this hoary Head ? 
Shall not all Arts of Cruelty be try'd, 
To find out Tortures equal to my Falſhood ? 
Imagine you behold me bound and ſcourg'd, 
My aged Muſcles harrow'd up with Whips ; 
Or hear me groaning on the rending Rack, 
Groaning and ſcreaming with the ſharpeſt Senſe 
Of piercing Pain; or ſee me gaſh'd with Knives, 
And fear'd with burning Steel, till the ſcorch'd Marrow 
Fries in the Bones, and ſhrinking Sinews ſtart, 
A ſmeary Foam works o'er my grinding Jaws, 
And utmoſt Anguiſh ſhakes my lab'ring Frame : 
For thus it mult be. 
Ari. Oh! my Friend ! my Father! 
It muſt not be, it never can, it ſha'not. | 
Wouldſt thou be kind, and fave my Ethelinda, 
Leave me to anſwer all my .Brother's Fury.” 
The Crime, the Falſhood, ſhall be all my own. 
Seof. Juſt to my Wiſh. [Afide. 
Ari. Thou ſhalt accuſe me to him. 
Thou know'ſt his own Admittance gave me Entrance : 
Swear that I ſtole her, that I forc'd her from thee ; 
Frame with thy utmoſt Skill ſome artful Tale, 
And I'II avow it all, 
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Seof: Then have you thought 
Upon the Danger, Sir? 
Ari. Oh, there is none, 

Can be no Danger, while my Love is ſaſe. 

Seof. Methinks indeed it leſſens to my View. 

When the firſt Violence of Rage is over, 

The Fondneſs of a Brother will return, 

And plead your Cauſe with Nature in his Heart; 

You will, you muſt be ſafe; and yet 'tis hard, 

And grieves me much I ſhould accuſe you to him. 
Ari. Tis that muſt cover the Deſign. But fly, 

Loſe not a Minute's time. 

Haſte to remove her from this curſed Place ; 

My faithful Ofee/d ſhall at Night attend thee, 

And help to guard her to the Brit; CRP ; 

Thou know'ſt that is not far. p 
Sea: Too near I know it. [Ahat, 
Ari. She has a Brother there, the noble Lucius, 

A gallant Vouch, and dear to brave Ambreſius ; 

To his kind Care reſign thy beauteous Charge. 

Seef. This inſtant I obey you. [Going. 
Ari. Half my Fears „ fin 

Are over now 
Seof. One thing I had forgot. 

It will import us much, that you ſhould ſeem 

Inclin'd to meet the Love of haughty Rodogune : 

Twill coſt you but a little courtly Flattery, 

A kind reſpectful Look, join'd with a Sigh, 

A few ſoft tender Words, that mean juſt nothing, 

Yet win moſt Womens Hearts. But ſee ſhe comes, 

Conſtrain your Temper, Sir; be falſe, and meet her 

With her own Sex's Arts ; purſue your Taſk, 

And doubt not all ſhall proſper to your Wiſh. 

[Exit Seofrid. 


Aribert /olus. 
45. She comes indeed! Now where ſhall J begin, 
How 
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How ſhall I teach my 'Tongue to frame a 

So different from my Heart? Oh Ethelinda / 
My Heart was made to fit and pair with thine, 
Simple and plain, and fraught with artleſs Tenderneſs ; 
Form'd to receive one Love, and only one, 

But pleas'd and proud, and dearly fond of that, 

It knows not what there can be in Variety, 

And would not if it could. 


Enter CE 


Rods. Why do I 1 

Why linger thus within this hated Place, 

Where ev'ry Object ſhocks my loathing Eyes, 

And calls my injur'd Glory to Remembrance ? 

The King !——the Wretch ! but wherefore did I name 
him ! | 

Find out, my Soul, in thy rich Store of Thought, 

Somewhat more Great, more Worthy of thy ſelf; 

Or let the mimick Fancy ſhew its Art, 

And paint ſome pleaſing Image to delight me. 

Let Beauty mix with Majeſty and Youth, 

Let manly Grace be temper'd well with Softneſs; 

Let Love, the God himſelf, adorn the Work, 

And I will call the charming Fantom, Aribert. 

Oh Yenus /——whither——-whither would I wander? 

Be huſht, my Tongue ye Gods !— 
- ſelf. [ Seeing Ari. 

Ari. When, faireſt "RAY you avoid our Court, 

And lonely thus from the full Pomp retire, 

Love and the Graces follow to your Solitude; 

They croud to form the ſhining Circle round you, 

And all the Train ſeems yours; while Purple Ma- 
jelty, 

And all thoſe outward Shews which we call Great- 

nels, 
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Languiſh and droop, ſeem empty and forſaken, 
And draw the wondering Gazer's Eyes no more. 
Rodo. The Courtier's Art is enn * 
- | tain, 
If yours preſent their Series, and their Vows, 
At any Shrine but where their Maſter kneels. 
You know your Brother pays not his to me, 
Nor would I that he ſhould. 
Ari. The Hearts of Kings a 
Are plac'd, tis true, beyond their Subjects ſearch; 
Yer might I judge by Love's or Reaſon's Rules, 
Where ſhall my Brother find on Earth a Beauty, 
Like what I now behold? 
Rodo. That you can flatter, 
Is common to your Sex; you ſay indeed, 
We Women love it——and perhaps we do. 
Fools that we are, we know that you deceive us, 
And yet, as if the Fraud were pleaſing to us, 
And our undoing Joy——4till you go on, 0 
And ſtill we hear you——But, to change the Theme, 
I' find a fitter for you than my Beauty. 
Ari. Then let it be the Love of Royal Hengife. 
Rode. The King, your Brother, could not chuſe an 
Advocate, 
Whom I would ſooner hear on any Subject, 
Bating that only one, his Love, than you; 
Tho' you perhaps for ſome have wondrous Arts) 
Could ſoften the harſh Sound. The String that jars, 
When rudely touch'd ungrateful to the Senſe, 
With Pleaſure feels the Maſter's flying Fingers, 
Swells into Harmony, and charms the Hearers. 
Ari. Then hear me ſpeak of Love. 
Rods. But not of his. 
Ari. Tis true, I ſhould not grace the Story much, 
Rude and unskilful in the moving Paſſion, 
I ſhould not paint its Flames with equal Warmth ; 
I Strength, 
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Strength, Life, and glowing Colours would be want- 
ing. | 
And languid Nature ſpeak the Work imperſect. 
Rodo. Then happ'ly yet your Breaſt remains un- 
touch'd; _ 
Tho' that ſeems ſtrange ; You've ſeen the Court of 
Britain 
There, as I oft have heard, Imperial Beauty 
Reigns in its native Throne, like Light in Heav'n; 
While all the Fair Ones of the neighb'ring World, 
With ſecond Luſtre meanly ſeem to ſhine, 
The faint Reflections of the Glory there. 
Ari. If cer my Heart incline to Thoughts of Love, 
Methinks I ſhould not (tho' perhaps I err) 
Expect to meet the gentle Paſſion join'd | 
With Pomp and Greatneſs: Courts may boaſt of 
Beauty, 
But Love is ſeldom found to dwell amongſt em. 
Rods. Then Courts are wretched. 
Ari. So they ſeem to Love. | 
From Pride, from Wealth, from Buſineſs, and from 
Pow'r, 
Loathing he flies, and ſeeks the peaceful Village ; 
He ſeeks the Cottage in the tufted Grove, 
The ruſſet Fallows, and the verdant Lawns, 
The clear cool Brook, and the deep woody Glade, 
Bright Winter Fires, and Summer Ev'nings Suns: 
Theſe he prefers to gilded Roofs and Crowns; 
Here he delights to pair the conſtant Swain, 
With the ſweet, unaffected, yielding Maid; 
Here is his Empire, here his Choice to reign, - 
Here, where he dwells with Innocence. and Truth. 
Kede. To Minds, which know no better, theſe are 
Joys; 
But Princes, ſure, are born with nobler Thoughts. 
Love, is in them a Flame that mounts to Heav'n, 
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And ſeeks its Source Divine, and Kindred Stars; Q 
That urges on the Mortal Man to dare, 


| Kindles the vaſt Deſires of Glory in him, 


And makes Ambition's facred Fires burn bright. 
Nor you, howe'er your Tongue diſguiſe your Heart, 
Have meaner Hopes than theſe. 
Ari. Mine have been ſtill 
Match'd with my Birth; a younger Brother's Hopes. 
Rode. Nay, more; Methinks I read your future Great- 


neſs ; 


| And, like ſome Bard inſpired I could foretel 


What wondrous things our Gods reſerve for you. 
Perhaps, ev'n now, your better Stars are join'd; 
Auſpicious Love and Fortune now conſpire, 

At once to crown you, and beftow that Greatneſs, 
Which nne o 


Enter the King, Guards and other Attendants: 


King. She muſt, ſhe ſhall be found, tho' the be ſunk 
Deep to the Center, tho' Eternal Night 
Spread wide her ſable Wing, to ſhade her Beauties, 
And ſhut me from her Sight. But ſay, thou Traitor; 
Thou that haſt made the Name of Friendſhip vile, 
And broke the Bonds of Duty and of Nature, 
Where haſt thou hid thy Theft ?—So young, ſo falſe— 
Have I not been a Father to thy Youth, 
And lov'd thee with a more than Brother's Love ? 
And am I thus repaid ?——But bring her forth, 
Or by our Gods thou dy'ſt. 
Rodo. What means this Rage ? [Hfide. 
Ari. Then briefly thus: You are my King and 
Brother, | 
The Names which moſt I reverence on Earth, 
And fear offending molt. Yet to defend 
My Honour and my Love from Violation, 
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Oer v'ry - Zar refiſtlefs will I ruſh, 

And, in deſpight of proud Tyrannick wid 

Sieze and aſſert my Right. F 
King. What thine! thy Right ! 

Riddles and Tales. 

Ari. Mine by the deareſt Ta, 

By holy Marriage mine, ſue is my Wie. 
he PAR, __ Madneſs, ſerze me! Oh Con- 
fuſion ! ! Le. 
ww J fee thy Han ſwells, and thy flaming Viſage 
Reddens with Rage at this unwelcome Truth ; 
But ſince I know my Etbelinaa ſaſe, | 
I have but little Care for what may happen. 
To- morrow may be Heav'n's——or yours to take, 
If this Day be my laſt, why farewel Life ; 
I hold it well beſtow's for her I love. 
Rods. May ann yl Shame and Sickneſs overtake 
her. 
And all her Wa like my Nee be blaſted. [ Ade. 

King. So brave! But I ſhall find the Means to tame 

you, 
To make thee curſe thy Folly, curſe thy Love, 
And to the dreadful Gods, who reign beneath, 
Devote thy fatal Bride. She is a Chriſtian; 
Remember that, fond Boy, and then remember 
That ſacred Vow, which, perjur'd as thou art, 
Proſtrate at Woden's Altar, and invoking 
With ſalemn Runicl Rites, our Country's Gods, 
Thou fnad'ſt in Preſence of our Royal Father. 

Ari, Yes, I remember well the impious Oath, 
Hardly extorted from m trembling Youth ; .. . 
When burning with miſguided Zeal, the King * 
Compell'd my Knee to bend before his Gods, 

And forc'd us both ta ſwear to What we knew not. 

King. Now by the Honours of the Saxon Race, 

A FP and venerable Line of Heroes, 
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T ſwear thou art abandon'd, loſt to Honour, | 
And fall'n from ev'ry great and godlike Thoughe. 
Some whining Coward Prieſt has wrought upon thee, 
And drawn thee from our brave. Forefathers Faith, 
Falſe to our Gods, as to thy King and Brother. 

Ari. Tis much beneath my Courage and my Truth, 
To borrow any mean Diſguiſe from Falſhood. 
No! tis my Glory that the Chriſtian Light 
Has dawn'd, like Day, upon my darker Mind, 
And taught my Soul the nobleſt uſe of Reaſon ; 
Taught her to ſoar aloft, to ſearch, to know, 
That vaſt eternal Fountain of her Being: 
Then, warm with Indignation, to deſpiſe 
The Things you call our Country's' Gods, to ſcorn 
And trample on their ignominious Altars, 
King. "Tis well, Sir, —DIF-1mpious Boy 
Saxon Gods; 
And thou, oh Royal Hengi/, whoſe dread Will 
And injur d Majeſty I now aſſert, , 
Hear, and be preſent to my Juſtice, heax mes, 
While thus I vow to your offended Deities. 
This Traitor's Life ; he dies, nor ought on Earth 
Saves his devoted Head. One to the Prieſts: 

[To the ditendants. 

Bid em be ſwift, and dreſs their bloody Altars 
With ev'ry Cucuraſtance of Tragick Pomp; 
To Day a Royal Victim bleeds upon em. 
Rich hall the Smoak and teaming Gore aſcend, 
To glut the Vengeance of our Angry Gods, 

Rodeo. At once ten thouſand racking Paſlions tear me, 
And my Heart heaves as it would burſt my Baſom. 
Oh can I, can 1 hear him doom'd to Death, 
Nor ſtir, nor breathe one ſingle Sound i fave him? 
It wo'not be——and my fierce haughty Soul, 

hate'es the ſuffers, ſtill diſdains to bend, 
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To ſue to the curſt, hated Tyrant King. 
Oh r Oh Glory {—Would'ft thou die thus tamely ? 
| [To Aribert. 
Is Life fo ſmall a thing, ſo mean u Boon, | 
As is not worth the aſking Thou are ſilent ? 
B Life ?— Intreat the Ty- 


And wr Nature in his Iron Heart. | 
Ari. Life has ſo little in it good or pleaſing, 
That fince it ſeems not worth a Brother's Care, 
"Tis hardly worth my aſking. 
King. Seize him, Guards, 
And bear him to his Fate. [Guards ſeize Aribert. 
Rowe. Yet, Hengift, know ; 
If thou ſhalt dare to touch his precious Life, 
Know that the Gods and Rodogune prepare 
The ſharpeſt Scourges of vindictive War. 
Fly where thou wilt, the Sword ſhall ftill purſue 
With Vengeance, to a Brother's Murther due. 
Driven out from Man, and mark'd for publick Scorn, 
Thy raviſh'd Scepter vainly ſhalt thou mourn. 
And when at length thy wretched Life ſhall ceaſe, 
When in. the filent Grave thou hop'ſt for Peace : 
Think not the Grave ſhall hide thy hated Head! 
Still, ill I will purſue thy fleeting Shade; | 
I curs'd thee living, and will plaguEThee dead. 
[Exit Rodogune. 
King. On to the Temple with him : Let her rave, 
And propheſie ten thouſand thouſand Horrors ; 
-I -could join with her now, and bid 'em come; 
They fit the preſent Fury of my Soul. | 
The Stings of Love and Rage are fix'd within, 
And drive me on to Madneſs. Earthquakes, Whirl- 
winds, 
A general Wreck of Nature now would pleaſe me. 
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For oh ! not all the driving wintry War, 
When the Storm groans and bellows from afar, 1 
When thro' the Gloom the glancing Lightuings fly, 1 
Heavy the ratling Thunders roll on high, 
And Seas and Earth mix with the duſky Sky ; 
Not all thoſe warring Elements we fear, - 
Are equal to the inborn Tempeſt here ; Fe. 
Fierce as the Thoughts which mortal Man controul, 
When Love ns * * _ tear the lab'ring 

Soul. [Exeunt. 


The End of the Third ACT. 


ACT. W. SAE NE” RE 
The SCENE is a Temple adorn'd according 
| to the Snperſtition of the Antient Saxons 


in the Middle are plac'd their three princi- 
pal Idols, Thor, Woden, and Freya. 


Muſick is heard at a Diflance, as of the Priefts 
preparing for the Sacrifice. Then 


Enter Aribert. 


ARIBERT. - 

RES LL Night the bloody Priefts, a dreadful 

£5 Band, 

Have watch'd intent upon their horrid 
; Rites, 

With many a dire and execrable Pray'r, 

Calling the Fiends beneath, the ſullen Demon, 

That dwell in Darkneſs deep and Foe to Man, 

Delight in reeking Streams of human Gore. 

Now huddled on a Heap, they murmur'd hoarſe. 

And hiſſing whiſper'd round their myſtick Charms; 

And now, as if by ſudden Madneſs ſtruck, 

With Screaming ſhrill they ſhook the vaulted Roof, 

And vex'd the itill, the filent, folemn Midnight. 

Such ſure in everlaſting Flames below, 

Such are the Groans of poor lamenting Ghoſts, 

And ſuch the Howlings of the laſt Deſpair. 

Anon to Sounds of Woe, and magick Strings, 


They 
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They danc'd in wild fantaſtick Meaſures round; 
Then all at once they bent their ghaſtly Viſages 
On me, and yelling, thrice they cry'd out, Aribert 
I have endur d their Horror And at length * 
See! the Night wears away, and chearfal Morn, 
All ſweet and freſh, ſpreads from the roſy Eaſt; 
Fair Nature ſeems reviv'd, and en my Heart 
Sits light and jocund at the Day's Return, 
And fearleſs waits an End of all its Sufferings. 


55 


Enter one of the Guards, be delivers a Letter to 


| Aribert. 
Guard. From Ofeuald this, on Peril of my Life _ 
I have engag'd to render to your Hands. [Exit, 


Ari. reads.] Seofrid has been juſt to his Ward ; he has 
deliver'd the fair Ethelinda to my Charge: aue have 
happily paſt all the Guards, and hope in two Hours 
to reach the Brizpn's Camp. 


From your faithful ou 


Then thou haſt nothing leſt on Earth, my Soul, 
Worthy thy farther Care. Why do I ſtay, 

Why linger then, and want my Heay'n fo long ? 
Tolive is to continue to be wretched, 

And robs me of a great and glorious Death. 


Enter Rodogune with an Officer, he ſpeaks to her 
entring. 
Offic. Thus Of to his beauteous Siſter ſends : 


Depend upon a Brother's Love and Care, 
To further all you wiſh. 


Rods. Tis well! be near, " [ Exit Officer. 
And wait my farther Order. See! my Heart, 
See there thy deareſt Choice, thy fond Deſire. 
See with how clear a Brow, what chearful Grace, 
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With all his native Sweetneſs undiſturb'd, 
The noble Youth attends his harder Fate. 
I came to join my friendly Grief with yours, [To Ari- 
'To curſe your Tyrant Brother, and deplore 
Your youthſul Hopes, thus all untimely blaſted : 
But you, I ſee, have learn'd to ſcorn your Danger: 
You wear a Face of Triumph, not of Mourning : 
Has death fo little in it? 

Ari. Oh! *tis nothing, 
To Minds that weigh it well : The Vulgar fear it, 
And, yet they know not. why. Since never any 
Did from that dark and doubtful Land as yet 
Turn back again, to tell us 'tis a Pain. 
To me it ſeems like a long wiſt'd-for Happineſs,  - 
Beyond what ev'n our Expectation paints 3 - 
Tis Comfort to the Soul, tis Peace, tis Reſt; * 
It comes like Slumber to the ſick Man's Eyes. 
Burning and reſtleſs with a Fever's Rage, 
All Night he toſſes on his weary Bed; 
He tells the tedious Minutes as they paſs, 
And turns, and turns, and ſeeks for Eaſe in vain : 
But if, at Morning's Dawn, ſweet Sleep falls on him, 
Think with whe Pleaſure he reſigns his Senſes, 
Sinks' to his Pillow and forgets his Pain. 

Rods. Perhaps it may be ſuch a State of Indolence ; 
But ſure the active Soul ſhould therefore fear it. 
The Gods have dealt unjuſtly with their Creatures, 
If barely they beſtow a wretched Being, 
And ſcatter not ſome Pleaſures with the Pain, 
To make it worth their keeping. Is there nothing 
Could make you wiſh to live ? 

Ari. Oh! yes, there is ; 


There is a Blefling I could wiſh to live for, 


To live, for Years, for Ages to enjoy it; 
But far, alas ! divided from my Arms, 
It leaves the World a Wilderneſs by me, 


With 
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With nothing worth deſiring. 
Rodeo. Dull and cold? 
Or cold at Jeaſt to me, dull, dull [odiference. [Afide. 
What if ſome pitying Pow'r look down from Heav'n, 
And kindly vifit your afflicted Fortunes! 
What if it ſend ſome unexpected Aid, 
Some generous Heart, and ſome prevailing Hand, 
Willing to ſave, and mighty to defend, 
Who from the gloomy Confines of the Grave, 
Timely ſhall ſnatch, ſhall bring you back to Life, 
And raiſe you up to Empire and to Love? 
Ari. 'The wretched have few Friends, at leaſt on Earth: 
Then what have I to hope ? 
Redo. Hope every thing, 
Hope all that Merit, ſuch as yours may claim, 
Such as commands the World, exacts their Homage, 
And makes ev'n all the Good and Brave your Friends. 
. Ari. And can you then vouchſafe to flatter Miſery ? 
Teenrich fo falPn, fo loſt a Thing as I am, 
With the ſweet Breath of Praiſe? So pious Virgins 
Rob the whole Spring to make their Garlands fine, 
Then hang 'em-on a ſenſeleſs Marble Tomb. 
Rods. A burning Purple flaſhes o'er my Face, 
And Shame forbids my Tongue, or F'would ſay, 
That I——Oh Hibert I am thy Friend. ..- 
Yet wherefore ſhould I bluſh to own the Thought ? 
For who !—— who would not be the Friend of Aribert? 
Ari. Why is this wondrous Goodneſs loſt upon me? 
Why is this Bounty laviſh'd on a Bankrupt, 
Who has not left another Hour ef Life 
To pay the mighty Debt? 
Rado. Qh ! let me yet, 
Yet add to it, and ſwell the Sum yet Mert 
Nor doubt but Fate ſhall find the Means to pay it. 
Know then that I have paſs'd this live-long Night 
Sleepleſs and anxious, with my Cares for thee ; | 
Cs The 
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The Gods have ſure approv'd the pious Thought, 
And crown'd it with Succeſs. Since I have 1 


Aud, the 23 eee 
To fd A certain Way for thy Eſcape. 
One of the ſacred Habits is at Hand | 

Prepar'd for thy Diſguiſe, the holy Man 
Attends to guide thee to my Brother's Camp: 

My felf—Oh! yet lie ſtill, my beating Heart A/c. 
Whatever Dangers chance, my ſelf will be 5 
The Partner and the Guardian &f thy Flight. 

Ari. Now what Return: to make Oh let me fink, 
With all theſe warring Thoughts together in me, 
Bluſhing to Earth, and hide the vaſt Confuſion. 

Rado. Ye Gods ! he anſwers not, but hangs his Er 
In ſullen Silence: fee! he turns away, 

And bends his gloomy Viſage to the Earth. 

To what am I betray'd! Oh Shame! Diſtonour !“ 
And more than Woman's Weakneſs ! He has ſeen me, 
Seen my fond Heart, and ſcorns the eaſy Prize. 
Blaſt me, ye Lightnings, ſtriſce me to the Centre, 
Drive, drive me down, down to the Depths beneath; 
Let me not live, nor think let me not think, 
For I have been deſpis'd ten thouſand thouſand, 
And yet ten theuſand Curſes——Qh my Folly !\—— 
Ari. Thus let ane fall, A run the Eh. 


re ale 
Thus with my lateſt Accents breathe your Name, | 
And bleſs you &'er I die. Oh Rodogune, 

Fair Royal Maid! to thee be all thy Wiſhes, _ 
Content and everlaſting Peace dwell with thee, 
And every Joy be thine. Nor Jet one Thought 
Of this ungrateful, - this unhappy Aribert __ 
Remain, behind, to call a ſudden Sigh, 

Or ſtain thee with a Tear. Behold I go, 
Doom'd by Eternal Fate, to my long Reſt ; 


Then 
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Then let my Name too die, ſink to Oblivion, | 
And ſleep in Silence with me in the Grave. 

Rods. Doſt thou not wiſh to live? 

Ari. I cannot. 

Rodb. Why? 

Behold I give thee Life. 

Ari. And therefore——oh! 

Therefore I cannot take it. I dare die. 
But dare not be oblig'd. I dare not owe 
What I can never render back. 

Rods. Confuſion | 
Is then the Blefling, Life, become a Curſe, 

When offer'd to thee by my balefal Hand? | 

Ari. Oh no! for you are all that's good and gracious 3 
Nature, that makes your Sex the Joy of ours, 

Made you the Pride of both; ſhe gave you 8 
So mix'd with Strength, with Majefty ſo rais'd, 
To make the willing World confeſs your Empire, 
And love, while they obey. Nor ftay'd ſhe there, 
But to the Body fitted ſo the Mind, 

As each were faſhion'd ſingly to excel, 

As if ſo fair a Form diſdain'd to harbour 

A Soul leſs great, and that great Soul could find 
Nothing ſo like the Heav'n from whence it came, 
As that fair Form to dwell in. 

Rode. Soothing Sounds! | 
Delightful Flattery from him we love; [ Adr. 
But what are theſe to my impatient Hopes ! 

Ari. Yet wherefore ſhould this mighty Maſ of Wealth 
Be vainly plac'd before my wondring Eyes, 

Since I muſt ne'er poſſeſs it, ſince my Heart, 
Once giv'n, can ne er return, can know no Name 
But Ethelinda, only Ethelinda? 
Fix'd to its Choice, and obſtinately conſtant, 
It liſtens not to any other Call. 
So rigid Hermits, that forſake the World, 
C 6 Are 
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Are deaf to Glory, Greatneſs, Pomps and kms, 'Y 
Severe in Zeal, and inſolently pious, 
They let attending Princes vainly wait, | 
Knock at their Cells, and lure em forth in vain. - . 
Rodeo. How is ſhe form'd ? with what ſuperior Grace, 
This Rival of my Love? What envious God, 
In ſcorn of Nature's wretched Works below, 
Improv'd and made her more than half Divine? 
How has he taught her Lips to breathe Ambroſia ?- 
How dy'd her Bluſhes with- the Morning's Red, 
And cloath'd her with the faireſt Beams of Light, 
To make her ſkine beyond me ? 
Ari. Spare the Theme. 
' Rode. But then her Mind! ye Gods, which of youall 
Could make that great, and fit to rival mine? 
What more than heavenly Fire informs the Maſs ? 
Has the a' Soul can dare beyond our Sex, 
Beyond. ev'n Man himſelf, can dare like mine? 
Can ſhe reſolve to bear the ſecret Stings 
Of Shame and conſcious Pride, diſtracting Rage, 
And all the deadly Pangs. of Love deſpis'd ? 
Oh no! ſhe cannot, Nature cannot bear it; [Weeping.. 
It finks;ewn me, the Torrent drives me down, 
The native Greatneſs of my Spirit fails, | 
Thus melts, and thus runs guſhing thro” my Eyes, 
The Floods of Sorrow drown my dying Voice, 
And I can only call thee——— Cruel Aribert! 
Ari. Oh thou, juſt Heav'n,. if mortal Man may dare 
To look into thy great Decrees, thy Fate, 
Were it not better I had never been, 
Than thus to bring Affliction and Misfortune, 
Thus curſe what thou hadſt made fo. good and fair? 
Rado. But fee! the King and cruel Prieſts appear, 


Nor can I fave thee now. Thou haſt thy Wiſh; [7 Ari. 


But what remains for me ? My Heart beats faſt, 
And ſwells, impatient at the Tyrant's Sight, | 
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My Blood, &erwhile at Ebb, now flows again, 

And new with Rage I burn, Since Love is loſt, 
Come thou ſucceed thou to my Boſom, 

And reign in all my Soul. Yes, I will find her, 
This fatal ſhe, for. whom I am deſpis'd. 

Look that ſhe be your Maſter-Piece, ye Gods; 

Let each celeſtial Hand ſome Grace impart, 

To this rare Pattern. of your forming Art ;. 

Such may ſhe be, my jealous Rage to move, 

Such as you never made till now, to prove $ 
A Victim worthy my offended Love, 


[Exit Rodogune. 


Enter at the other Door the King, Prieſis, Guards, and. 
other Attendants. 


King. Haſt thou bethought thee yet, perfidious Boy ! 
Wo't thou yet render back thy Theft ? Conſider, 
The Precipice is juſt beneath thy Feet, 4. 
Tis but a Moment, and I puſh thee off, 

To plunge for ever in eternal Darkneſs, 
Somewhat like Nature has been buſie here, 
And made a Struggle- for thee in my Soul ; 
Reſtore my Love, and be again my Brother.. 

Ari. Rage, and the Violence of lawleſs Paſſion, 
Have blinded your clear Reaſon ; wherefore elſe 
This frantick wild Demand! What ! ſhould I yield, 
Give up my Love, my Wife, my Ethelinaa, 

To an inceſtuqus Brother's dire Embrace? 

Oh Horyor — But, to bar the impious Thought, 
Know !———Heay'h and brave Ambrofius are her Guard: 
Fer this, her Flight has reach'd the Britons. Camp, 
And found her Safety there. 

King. Fled to the Britons / 

Oh moſt accurſed Traitor! Let her fly, 
Far as the early Day-ſpring in the Eaſt, 
Or to the utmoſt Ocean, where the Sun 


Deſcends 
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Deſcends to other Skies and Worlds ens 3 
Ev'n thither ſhall my Love take Wing and follow, 
To ſeize the fly ing Fair. The Britin. — Gods 


Shall they withhold her !—Firſt, my Arms ſhall ſhake 


Their Iſland to the Center. - But for thee, 
Think'ſt thou to awe me with that Fantom, Inceſt ? 
Such empty Names may fright thy Coward Soul; 
But know chat mine diſdains em. Bind him ſtrait. 
12 the Priefts. 
I wo'not loſe another Thought-about thee. 
Begin the Rites, and dye the hallow'd Steel 
Deep in his Chriſtian Blood. The Gods demand him. 
Ari. Why then, no more. But if we meet again, 
As, when the Day of great Account ſhall come, 
Perhaps we may, may'ſt thou find Mercy there, 
More than thou ſhew'ſt thy Brother here. Farewel. 
N - Farewel. To Death with him, and end the 
Dreamer. | 


[The Pricfis bind Aribert, and lead him to the 


. *while the ſolemn r playing. 


Enter Seofrid. 


Seof. Haſte, and break off your unauſpicious Rites ; 
The inſtant Dangers ſummon you away; 
Deſtruction threatens in our frighted Streets, 

And the Gods call to Arms, 

King. What means the Fear 
That trembles in thy pale, thy haggard Viſage ? | 
Speak out, and eaſe this Labour of thy Soul. 

Seof. Oh fly, my Lord; the Torrent grows upon us, 
And while ſpeak we're loſt. Fierce Ofa comes; 
From ev'ry Part his crowding Enfigns enter, 

And this way waving bend. With idle Arms 
Your Soldier careleſs ſtands, and bids em paſs 3 3 
Some join, but all refuſe to arm againft em; 


They 


{To Aribert. 
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They ne Priends, Companions, and their r 
men. 
A choſen Band, led by che r 
Imperious Rodogune, move fwiltly hicher 
To intereept your Paſſage to the Palace. 
That only Strength is leſt, then fly to reach it. 
King. Curſt Chance] but haſte, diſpatch that Traitor 
rait; | 
a They ſha'not har my rs. e 
* Ser. Sac red Sir, 
5 Think only on your Saſety. For Os Prince, 
Your Crown, but more your Love, a thouſand Reaſons, 
All urge you to defer his Fate; Time preſſes, 
Or J could ſpeak em plain. 
King. Then bear me, Prirſt, 
1 — to thy Charge. 
1 Seof. They come, my Lord. [$howr. 
King. Look to him well ; for, by yon' dreadful Altars, 
'Y Thy Life ſhall -pay for his, if he eſcape: | 
Firſt kill him, plunge thy Pomiard i in his Boſom, 
And ſee thy King reveng'd. 
Ex. King, Seofrid, Guards and Attendants. 
Prieft. Be chear'd, my Lord, 
Nor keep one Doubt of me ; I am your Slave. 
The King is fled, and with him all-your Dangers. 
Fate has reſerv d ydu for ſome glorious Purpoſe ; 
And ſee, your Guardian Goddeſs comes to fave you, 
To break your Bonds and make you ever happy. 


Enter Rodogune, Soldiers, and:other Attendants. 
Rage. Well have our Arms prevaibd: Behold, he lives, 
Ungrateful as he is, by me he lives. 
Do I not come with too officious Haſte, [To Aribert. 
Once more to preſs the Burthen, Life upon you ? ” 
To offer, with an Idiot's Importunity, 
The nauſeous Benefit you ſcorn d before ? 


2 | Ari, 
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Ari. If I refus'd the Blefling from your Hands, 
Think it not rudely done with fullen Pride; 
Since Life and you are two of Heav'n's beſt Gifts, 
Yet both ſhould be receiv'd, both kept with Honour. 

Rods. However live——yes, I will bid thee live, 
No matter what enſues. Fly far away, 

Forget me, blot my Name from thy Remembrance, 
And think thou ow'ſt me nothing—What ! in Bonds 
Well was the Taſk reſery'd for me. But thus 

I break thy Chain——Woukd I could break my own. 


4, 
Enter an Officer.. . 


Offi. A Party of our Horſe, that late went forth 
To mark the Order of the Britons Camp, 
Met in their Courſe ſome Servants of the King ; 
For ſo they call'd themſelves. Ours judg'd em Traitors, 
And would have ſeiz'd as flying to the Foe. 
Aſter a ſharp Reſiſtance ſome eſcap'd, 
The reſt, for ſo your Princely * wills, 
Without attend your Order. 
Rado. Let em enter. 
A Woman |! ——— 


Enter Ethelinda, and two Attendants guarded. 


Ethel. Is there then an End of Sorrows! 
[Running 10 Aribert. 

Has then that cruel Chance that long purſu d me, 
That vext me with her various Malice long, 
Been kind at laſt, and bleſt me to my Wiſh, 
Lodg'd me once more within thy faithful Arms! 

Ari. Oh my ſoreboding Heart ! Ob fatal Meeting! 

| Ethel. Why droops my Love, my Lord, my Aribert? 
Why doſt thou figh and preſs me? and oh! wherefore, 
Wherefore theſe Tears that ſtain thy manly Viſage? 
They told me Heav'n had trove for thy Deliverance, 
Had rais'd thee up ſome kind, ſome great Preſerver, 
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To fave thee ſrom thy cruel Brother's Hand. | | 
Why therefore do'ſt. thou mourn, when thow art bleſt ? 
Or does fome new Alliction wound'thee ? Say : | 
Perhaps I am the Cauſe, | 
Rodeo. By all the Tortures, 
The Pangs that rend my groaning Breaſt, tis ſhe, 
My curſt, my happy Rival. See the Syren, 
See how with eager Eyes he drinks her Charms, 
Mark how he liftens to her ſweet Allurements ; 
She winds herſelf about his eaſier Heart, 
And melts him with her ſoft enchanting Tongue. 
Ethel: Wo't thou not anſwer yet? 
Ari. Oh Ethelinda!, 
Why art thou here ? Is this the Britons Camp? 
Is Lucius here? Haſt thou a Brother here, 
To guard thy helpleſs Innocence from Wrong? 
Ethel. Have I not thee? 
Ari. Me! ———— what can I do for thee ? 
For we are wretched both. 
Rodeo. I'Il doubt no more. 
My jealous Heart conſeſſes her its Foe, | 
And beats and riſes, eager to oppoſe her ; 
Nor ſhall ſhe Triumph o'er me. No, ye Gods ! 
If I am doom'd by you to be a Wretch, 
She too ſhall ſuffer with me. Prince, you ſeem [79 Ari 
Ta know this Pris'ner, whom the Saxon Chiefs 
Accule of flying to our Foes, the Britons. 
However, I will think more nobly of you, 
Than to believe you conſcious of the Treaſon ; 
Nor can you grieve, if Juſtice dooms her to 
That Fate ſhe has deſerv'd. Bear her to Death. | 
[To the Guard. 
Ethel. Alas ] to Death]! —— What mean you? ſay, 
by what | 
Unknown, unwilling Crime have I offended ? 


To you, fair Princeſs, ſince tis you that judge me, 
Tha 
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Tho' now this Moment to my Eyes firſt known, 


And learn my Crime from you. 

Ari. Learn it from me; (+ 
I am thy Crime, 'tis Aribert deſtroys thee. 

Ethel.” If thou art my Offence I've finn'd indeed, 
Ev'n to a vaſt and numberleſs Account ; 


For from the Time when I beheld thee firft, [To Aribert. 


My Soul has not one Moment been without thee; 
Still thou haſt been my Wiſh, my conſtant Thought, 
Like Light, the daily Neffing of my Eyes, | 
And the dear Dream of all my ſweeteſt Shambers.. 
Rodo. Oh the diſtrafting Thought! + 


Ethel. Nor wiltyou think it: | {Fs Rodogone, 


A Crime to love, for that I love is true. 

In your fair Eyes I read your native Goednefs. - 
Hap'ly ſome noble Youth ſhall in your Breaſt 
Kindle the pure, the gentle Plame, and prove 

As dear to you, as Aribert to me: 

Would it be juſt that you ſhould die for 

Think but on that, and I ſhall find your Pity ; 

For Pity ſure and Mercy dwell with Love. 

Rodeo. Be dumb for ever, let the Hand of Death ' 
Cloſe thy bewitehing Eyes, and ſeal thy Lips, 
That thou may*'ſt look and talk no more Deluſion. 
For oh! thy ev'ry Glance, each Sound ſhoots thro? me, 
And kills my very Heart. Hence, bear her hence. 
My Peace is loſt for ever but ſhe dies. 

Ari. Oh hold ! for | 

Rodo. Wherefore do'ſt thou catch my Garment ? 
Thou that haſt ſet me on the Rack; com*ſt thou 
Toe double all my Pains, and with new Terrors, 
Dreadful, to ſhake my agonizing Soul ? 

Ari. What ſhall I fay to move thee ? 

Rodeo. Talk for ever, 

Winds ſhall be ſtill, and Seas forget to roar, 


To you I bend, to you I will appeal, [ Kneeling, 
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The Din of babling Crowds, and peopled Cities, 
All ſhall be hafl'd as Death, while thou art en 
g. For there is Makick in thy Voice. s 
Ari. Then hear me ; 


With gentleſt Patience, with Compaſſion has me, 
Thus while I fall before thee, graſp thee thus; 
Thus, with a bleeding Heart, and ſtreaming Eyes, 
Implore thee for my Ethelinda's Life. 
Rods. Tho thou were dearer to my doating Eyes 
. Than all they knew beſides, tho I could hear thee 
While Ages paſt away; yet, by the Gods, = 
If ſuch there are, who rule o'er Love and Jaleske, 
And ſwell our heaving Breaſts with mortal Paſhons,. 
| I ſwear ſhe dies, my hated Rival dies. 
ne. Ari. Then I have only one Requeſt to make, 
| Which ſha'not be deny'd; to ſhare one Pate, 
And die wath her I love. 
Rode. Ungrateful Wrench ! 
Yet I would make thy Life my Care — 
Air. No more: [91 
Now I ſcorn Life indeed. The? you had Beauty, 6 
More than the great Creator's bounteous Hane 
Beſtow'd on all his various Works together, 
Tho' all Ambition aſks, the kingly Purple, 
Glory, and Wealth; and Pow'r, were yours to give, 
Tho? length of Days and Health were in your Hand, 
e, And all were to be mine, yet I would chuſe 5 
To turn the Gift with Indignation back, 
And rather fold my Ethelinda thus, 
And fleep for ever with her in the Grave. 
+ Rode. Then take thy Wiſh, and let both die together. 
Ves, I will tear thee out from my Remembrance, 
And be at eaſe ſor ever. 
Ethel. Oh my Love 
What can I pay thee back for all this Truth ? 
What! but, like thee, to triumph in my Fate, 
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And think it more than Life to die with thee. 
Haſte then, ye Virgins; break the tender Turf, 
And let your. chaſter Hands prepare the Bed, 
Where my dear Lord and I muſt reſt together: 
Then let the Mirtle and the Roſe be ſtrow'd, 
For 'tis my ſecond better Bridal Day. 
On my cold Boſom Jet his Head be laid, 
And look that none diſturb us ; 
Till the laſt Trumpet's Sound break our long Sleep, 
And call us up to everlaſting Bliſs. 


Raab. Hence with em, wake em, drive em from my 
Sight, 


The fatal Pair [Zxexnt Aribert and Echelinds guarded. 
That Look ſhall be my laſt:. ' 
I feel my Soul impatient of its Bondage, 
Diſdaining this unworthy idle Paſſion, 
And ftruggling to be free. Now, now it ſhoots, 
It tow'rs upon the Wing to Crowns and Empire; 
While Love and Aribert, thoſe meaner Names, 
Are left far, far behind, and loſt for eve. 
So if by chance the Eagle's noble Off-fpring, 
Ta'en in the Neſt, becomes ſome Peaſant's Prize, 
Compell'd a-while he bears his Cage and Chains, 
And like a Pris'ner with the Clown remains ; 
But when his Plumes ſhoot forth, and Pinions ſwell, 
He quits the Ruſtick, and his homely Cell, 
Breaks from his Bonds, and in the Face of Day, 
Full in the Sun's bright Beams he ſoars away; 
Delights thro' Heav'n's wide pathleſs Ways to go, 
Plays with Fove's Shafts, and graſps his dreadful Bow, & 
Dwells with immortal Gods, and fcorns the World 
below. 
[Exeant Rodogune and Attendants. 
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ACT v. s ENE I. 
SCENE The Palace. | 
Enter the King and Seofrid. 


XING. 


O! I will follow the fond Chace no more; 
No more purſue the flying Fantom, 
ow Glory ; 
H | But lay me down, and reſt in ſullen 
% Peace ; 
Secure of all Events to come, and 
careleſs 
If the Gods guide the World by Fate, or Fortune. 
Let 'em take back the worthleſs Crown they gave, 
Since they refuſe their better Bleſſings to me. 
Sec. If not to Glory, yet awake to Love: 
And tho' regardleſs of your Royal State, 
Yet live for Ethelinda, live to ſave her, 
Doom'd by the cruel Rodogune to die 
Helpleſs and defolate methinks ſhe ſtands, 
And calls you to her Aid. 
King. What! doom'd to die! 
Shall thoſe dear glowing Beauties then grow cold, 
Pale, ſtiff, and cold? nor ſhall I fold her once? 
Shall ſhe not pant beneath my ſtrong Embrace, 
Swell to Deſire, and meet my furious Joy? 
4 
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Shall ſhe not breathe, and look, and figh, and murmur, 
Till I am loſt for ever, ſunk in Ecſtafies, 

And bury'd in ten thouſand thouſabd Sreets? | 

What ! ſhall fhe die? No, by the God of Arms, 

No——1I will once more rouſe me to the War, 

And ſnatch her from her Fate. 

Seof. Then hear the Means 

By which the Gods preſerve your Crown and Love, 

Ofwald, of all our Saxon Chiefs the fiſt 

And neareſt to your Brother's Heart, bad drawn 

The choſen Strength of all the Britiſb Youth, 

Under the leading of the gallant Lucius, 

To ſave the Prince from your impending Wrath. 

By ſecret Marches they are near advanc'd, 

And meant this Night to make their bold Attempt. 

King. How favours this my Purpoſe ? 

Se. Thus, my Lord. | 

J have prevail'd their Force ſhall join with all 
Thoſe faithful Sar, who are till your Subjects. 
Your Foes, fierce Offa and his haughty Siſter, 
Secure and inſalent with new Succeſs, 

Deſpiſe your Numbers, and inferior Strength, 
And may. this Night with eaſe become your Prey. 
Ofwald attends without to learn your P 

And bear it to the valiant Britif Chiefs. 

King. The Britons! Gods the Nation which I hate. 
That Oſwald too! —— The Traitor ſtill bas been 
Avow'd'the Slave of Aribert, his Creature, 

His Boſom, fawning Paraſite No matter; 
They ſerve the preſent Purpoſe of my Heart, 
And I will uſe em now. Taught by thy Arts, 

I will look kindly on the Wretch I loath, 


And ſmile on him I deſtine to Deſtruction. 
Bid him 


[Exit Seafrid, and Re-enter with Oßwald. 
ys The Valiant Ofwald, Sir. 


King. 
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King. Vour Friend has fpoke at large your bold Deſign, 
Worthy your Courage, and your Princely Friend. 
And howſo&er the medling Hand of Chance 
Has ſown the unlucky Seeds of Strife between us, 
Yet I have ſtill a Brother's Part in Ariberr. 
Nor ſhall my Hand be flow to lead you on, 

Till we have driven theſe haughty Inmates forth, 
And independent fix d that Sov'reign Right, 
Which our brave Fathers fought to gain in Britain. 

O/o. With honoarable Purpoſe are we come, 
With friendly Greeting from the Britons King, 
And the fair Offer of an equal Peace. 

This only he demands ; ſend back the Troops | 
Which late arriv'd with Ofa, now your Foe - 
As well as his; and ſet your Princely Brother, 
With the Fair Erhelinda, ſafe and free. 
Theſe juſt Conditions once conſirm'd to Lucie, 
Ambroſius is the Friend of Royal Hengiß. 

The Britons then ſhall join their Arms with yours, 
To drive out theſe unhoſpitable Gueſts, 

And leave you peaceful Lord of fruitful Nene, 
The firſt Poſſeſſion of your warlike Father. 

King. In friendly Part take we his proffer d Love. 
Bear this our Signet to the gallant Encius, 

[Giving his Ring to Ofwald. 
Our Bond and Pledge of Peace, which in full Form 
We will confirm, foon as the prefent Danger 
Is well remov'd, and better time allows. 
Haſt thou to join our valiant Friends the A 
My faithful Scaſrid ſhall ſoon attend you, 
With full Inſtructions for your private March, 
And means of Entrance here; with tlie whole Order 
In which we mean t' attack the common Foe. 
Ofw. I go, my Lord, and maythe Gods befriend us. [Ex 
[The King looks after Oſwald, then turns and walks 
two or three times haſtily croſt the Stage. 
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Now pale as Death, now porped o'r with Plame, 

Give me to know your Paſſions are at odds, ö 

And your whole Soul is up in Arms within, 
King. Oh thou haſt read me aright; haſt ſeen me well; 

To thee I have thrown off that Maſk I worez 

And now the ſecret workings of my Brain ; 

Stand all reveal'd to chee. I tell thee; Sevi, 

There never was a Medley of ſuch thinking. 

Ambition, Hatred, Miſchief and revenge, 

Gather like Clouds on Clouds ; and then anon, 

Love, like a golden Beam of Light, ſhoots: thro', 

e e 

are. - 

But "tis no time for talk. To Siwald fly, 

My Soldier and my Servant, often try'd ; 

Bid him draw out a hundred choſen Horſe, 

And hold em ready by the Night's firſt Fall. 

Let em be all of Courage, well approv'd ; 

Such as dare follow whereſoe'er I lead, 

Where-c'er this Night, or Fate, or Love ſhall bear me. 
Seof. I haſten to obey you. But alas ! 

Might your old Man have leave to ſpeak his Fears 
King. I read thy Care for me in all thoſe Fears; 

But be not wiſe too much. Oft thou haſt told me, 

Love is a baſe, unmanly, whining Paſſion. 

This Night I mean to prove it, and forſake it. 

I was, 'tis true, the Slave of this ſoft Folly, 

And waited at an awful, abject Diſtance, 

Reſtrain'd by idle Rules, which ſcoruful Beauty 

And ſullen Honour diftate ; but no more, 

No! by our Gods, I'll ſuffer it no more. 

Seof. Where will this Fury drive you? 

King. To my Heav'o, 
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To Ethelinda's Arms. This very Evening, 
While the deluded Brimms urge our Foes, 
And wreak my Vepgeance on the Saxon Offa, 
Amidſt the firſt Diſorder of the Fray, 
"Twill not be hard to ſeize the weeping Fair: 
And, while the fighting Fools contend in vain, 
With all the Wings the God of Love can lend, 
To bear her far away. 

Seof. Ha! whither mean you 
To bend this raſh. (4 fear) this fatal Flight? 

King. Near where the Medway rolls her gentle Waves, 
To meet the Thames in his Imperial Stream, - 
Thou know'ſt I have a Caſtle of ſuch Strength, 
As well may ſcorn the Menace of a Siege. 
Thither I mean to bear my lovely Prize, 
And, in Deſpight of all the envious World, 
There riot in her Arms. But break we off. 
Haſte to perform my Orders; and then follow, 
And ſhare in all the Fortunes of thy King. [Exit Ming. 


Nlanet Seoſrid. 


Seof. Fools chat we are! to vex the lab'ring Brain, 
And waſte decaying Nature thus with Thought ; 
To keep the weary Spirits waking till ; 
To goad and drive em in eternal Rounds 
Of reſtleſs wracking Care; tis all in vain. 
Blind Goddeſs Chance! henceforth I follow thee. 
The Politicians of the World may talk, 
May make. a mighty Buſtle with their Foreſight, 
Their Schemes and Ars their Wiſdom is thy Slave. 
[Exit Seofrid. 


D SCENE 


74 de Royal Convert. 


N . " | 
* 1 7 RY 7.% * » \ my 2 wy 6-4 6 oy A * = 
| 0 1 2 >», AY p 1 \a k 5 L — 2 Y 0 
= w 2 " Ay r SY OY > a * — N 's £ * LOS 2 Ka Fy 9 * 
N : * IA : 


$1 ly 195 42 t Am a , 
S. CEN E changes to a Temple. 


Enter Aribert and Ethelinda. 
Ethel. wer this, the laſt of all our Days of Sor. 
Flies faſt, and haſtens to fulfill its Courſe ; 
When the bleft Hour of Death at length is near, 
Why doſt thou mourn ? when that good time is come, 
When we ſhall weep no more, but live for ever: 
Tn that dear Place, where no Misfortunes come ; 
Where Age, and Want, and Sickneſs are not known, 
And where this wicked World hall ceaſe from troubling ; 
When thick deſcending Angels croud the Air, 
And wait with Crowns of Glory to reward us: 
Why art thou fad, my Love, my Lord, my Aribert? 

Ari. It comes, indeed, the cruel Moment comes, 
That muſt divide our faithful Loves for ever. 

A few ſhort Minutes more, and both ſhall periſh, 
Sink to the Place where all things are forgotten. 
Our Youth and fair Aſſections ſhall be barren ; 
Shall know no Joys, which other Lovers know. 
Shall leave no Name behind us, no Poſterity, 
Only the ſad Remembrance of our Woes, 
To draw a Tear from each who reads our Story. 
And doſt thou ask me wherefore I am fad ? 

Ethel. Tis hard indeed, tis very hard to part. 
Tho my Heart grieves to want its Heav'n ſo long, 
Pants for its Bliſs, and ſickens with Delay; 

Yet I could be content to live for thee. 

Yes, I will own thy Image ſtands before me, 
And intercepts my Journey to the Stars, 
Galls back the fervent Breathings of my Soul 
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To Earth and thee; with longing Looks I turn, 
Forget my Flight, and linger here below. 

Ari. Is it decreed, by Heav'n's eternal Will, 
That none ſhall paſs the Golden Gates above ; 
But thoſe who ſorrow here? Muſt we be wretched ? 
Sor. | Muſt we be drown'd in many Floods of Tears, 
To waſh our deep, our inborn Stains away, 
Or never ſee the Saints, and taſte their Joys? 

Ethel. The great o'er-ruling Anthor of our Beings, 
Deals with his Creature Man in various Ways, 
Gracious and Good in all; ſome feel the Rod, 

And own, like us, the Father's chaſt'ning Hand. | 
Sev'n times, like Gold, they paſs the purging he phe 
T And are at laſt refin'd 3 while gently ſome” | 
Tread all the Paths of Life without a Rub, 
With Honour, Health, with Friends and Plenty bleſe "Y 
q Their Years roul round in Innocence and Eaſe. 
Hoary at length, and in a'good old Age, 
They go declining to the Grave in Peace, 
And change their Pleaſures here for Joys above. 
Ari. To have ſo many Bleſſings heap'd upon me, 
Tranſcends my Wiſh. I ask d but only thee. 
Give me, I faid, but Life and Ezhelinda ; 
Let us but run the common Courſe together, 
Grow kindly old in one another's Arms, 
And take us to thy Mercy then, good Heav'n. 
But Heav'n thought that too much. 
Ethel. If our dear Hopes, | 
If what we value moſt on Earth, our Loves, 
Are blaſted thus by Death's untimely Hand ; 
If nothing good remains for us below, 
So much the rather let us turn our Thoughts, 
To ſeek beyond the Stars our better Portion; 
That wond'rous Bliſs which Heav'n reſerves in ſtore, 
Toj Well to reward us for our Loſſes here; 
That Bliſs which Heav'n, and only Heav'n can give, 
D 2 Which 
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Which ſhall be more to thee than Etbellnda, 
And more to m Oh vaſt Exceſs of Happineſs! 
Where ſhall my Soul make room for more than Aribert! 


Enter Rodogune and Attendants. 


Rode. If, while ſhe lives, till I am doom'd to ſuffer, 
Why am I cruel. to my ſelf? No more — 
"Tis fooliſh Pity —— How ſecure of Conqueſt 
The ſoft Enchantreſs looks ! but be at Peace ; 

Bear not, my Heart, for ſhe ſhall fall thy Victim. 
Appear, ye Prieſts, ye dreadful holy Men ; 

Ye Miniſters of the Gods Wrath and mine, 

Appear and ſeize your Sacrifice, this Chriſtian. 

Bear her to Death, and let her Blood atone 
For all the Miſchiefs of her Eyes and 'Tongue. 


Ceo. ONCE Av 


The SCENE araws, and. ds. . inner 


Pert of the Temple, A Hire it prepar'd on one 
of the Altars, near it are plac'd a Rack, Knives, 
Axes, and other Inſtruments of Tune; 1 FR 
Prieſts eventing ar for a Sacrifice. 


Ari O EE cbs: Death comes, artay d wen ner 
rors; 

The Rack, conſuming Flames, and FRYE Steel. 
Your cruel Triumph had not been compleat,  * 
Without this Pomp of Horror. Come, begin; 
Tear off my Robes, and bind me. to the Rack ; 
Stretch out my conded Sinews, till they burſt, 
And let your Knives drink deep. the flowing Blood. 
You, ſhall behold bow a Prince ought to die, 
And what a Chriſtian dares to ſuffer. 

[De Guards ſeize Aribert and Ethelinda. 
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Of. Hold! 
The Prince's Fate is yet deferr d: The Woman 
Is firſt ordain'd to ſuffer. Ere ſhe fall : 
A Victim to our Gods, ſhe 1 N 'em, 
Or prove the Torture. 
Ethel. I diſdain thoſe Gods. 
Offic. Bind her ſtrait, and bear her to the Rack. 
Ari. What her !—— Oh mercileſs ! 
Ethel. Oh, ſtay me not, my Love! with Joy I go; 
To prove the bitter Pains of Death before thee, 
And lead thee on in the triumphant Way. 
Ari. And can my Eyes endure it! to behold 
Thy tender Body torn ? theſe dear, ſoft Arms, 
That oft have wreath'd their ſnowy Folds about me, 
Diſtorted, bent, and broke with rending Pain ? 
Oh Rodogune ! read, read in my full Eyes, 
More than my Tongue can ſpeak, and ſpare my Love. 
Reds. And couldſt thou find no other Name but that? 
Thy Love —— oh fatal, curſt, diſtracting Sound 
No, I will ſteel my Heart againſt thy Pray'r, 
And whiſper to my ſelf with ſullen Pleaſure, 
The Gods are juſt at length, and thou ſhalt feel: 
Pains, ſuch as I have known. 
Ari. Let me but die, 
Cut off this hated Object from your Sight: 
Rode. Nor that for know that I can too deny, 
And make thee mourn my Coldneſs and Diſdain. 
No more! I'll hear no more. 
Ari. They bind her! fee? 
See with rude Cords. they ſtrain her tender Limbs, 
Till the red Drops ſtart from their ſwelling Channels, 
And with freſh Crimſon paint her dying Paleneſs. 
Oh all ye Hoſt of Heav'n! ye Saints and Angels! 
Ethel: Oh ſtay thy Tears, and mourn no more for me, 
Nor fear the Weakneſs of my Woman's Soul, 
For Lam arm'd, and equal to the Combat. 
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In vain they laviſh all their cruel Arts, 
And bind this feeble Body here in vain; _ 
The free, impaſſive Soul mounts on the Wing, 
Beyond the reach of Racks, and tort' ring Flames, 
And ſcorns their Tyranny—— Oh follow thou! 
Be conſtant to the laſt, be fix'd, my Aribert. 
Tis but a ſhort, ſhort Paſſage to the Stars. 
Oh follow thou] Nor let me want thee long, 
And ſearch the bliſsful Regions round in vain. 
Enter an Officer. 
Offic. Arm, Royal Maid, and take to your Defence, 
The King with ſudden Fury ſallies forth, 
And drives our utmoſt Guards with foul Confuſion. 
Raab. The King! What Frenzy brings the Madman on 
Thus headlong to his Fate ? —— But let him come, 
His Death ſhall fill my Triumph—Wealth and Honours, 
The nobleſt, beſt Reward, ſhall wait the Man, 
Whoſe lucky Sword ſhall take his hated Head. 


Enter a ſecond Officer, his Sword drawn. 
Second Offic. Hengift is here; he bears down all before 
him : 
The Britons too have join'd their Arms to his, 
And this way bend their Force. 
Rodo. Fly to my Brother, [To ber Attendants. 
And call him to our Aid. 
[Shouts within, and claſhing of Swords. 
King within.) Slave, give me way, 
Or I will tear thy Soul. 
Sold. within.) You paſs not here. 
Seof. within. ] What, know'ſt thou not the King? — 
oh curſed Villain! 


Euter the King wounded, Seofrid, Oſwald, and Soldiers, 
with their Swords drawn. Oſwald runs 10 Aribert. 
Seof. Perdition on his Hand—you bleed, my Lord! 

I King. 
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So near my Wiſh—Lend me thy Arm, old Seoftid, 
To bear me to her Ha! bound to the Rack! 
Mercileſs Doge e moſt pernicious Slaves! 
And ſtand ye ſtupid, haggard and amaz d 
Fly ſwift as Thought, and ſet her free this Moment, 
Or by my injur'd Love, a Name more ſacred 
Than all your Function knows, your Gods and you, 
Your Temples, Altars, and your painted Shrines, 
Your holy Trumpery ſhall blaze together. 
[They unbind Ethelinda. 

Rodo, Tis vain to rave and curſe my Fortune now. 
Thou native Greatneſs of my Soul befriend me, 
And help me now to bear it as I ought. 

King. The feeble Lamp of Life ſhall lend its 
To light me—thus far—only—and no farther. 

E Falling at Ethelinda'; Fez: 

Yet I look up, and gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, | 
As if I hop'd to gather Heat from thence, 
Such as Ty feed the vital Flame for ever. 

Ethel. Alas! you faint! your haſty Breath comes 

ſhort, 

And the red Stream runs guſhing from your Breaſt. 
Call back your Thoughts from each deluding Paſſion. 
And wing your parting Soul for her laſt Flight; 
Call back your Thoughts to all your former Days, 
To every unrepented Act of Evil; 
And ſadly deprecate the Wrath Divine. 

King. Oh! my fair Teacher, you adviſe in vain : 
The Gods and I have done with one another. 
This Night I meant to rival them in Happineſs. 
Spight of my Brother, and thy cruel Coldneſs, 
This Night I meant t have paſt within wy Ars. 

Ethel. Oh! Horror! 

King. But *tis gone : Thoſe envious Gods 


Have 
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Have done their worſt, and blaſted all my Hopes ; 
They have deſpoil'd me of my Crown and Life, 
By a Slave's Hand—ButTI forgive em that. | 
Thee——they have robb'd me of my Joys in thee—— 
Have trod me down to wither in the Grave... 
Senf. My Maſter, and my King! 
King. Old Man, no more : 
I have not leiſure for thy Grief ——Parewel —- 
Thou, Aribert——ftalt live, and wear my Crown 
Take it, and be as curſt with it as I was. 


But Ezhelinda, ſhe too ſhall be thine : 


'That—that's too much. This World has nothing in it 
So good to give—the next may have know not 
[The King dies. 
Ari. There fled the fierce, untam'd, diſdainful Soul. 
Turn thee from Death, and riſe, my gentle Love; 
A Day of Comfort ſeems to dawn upon us, 
And Heav'n at length is gracious to our Wiſhes. 
Ethel. So numberleſs have been my daily Fears, 
And ſuch the Terrors of my ſleepleſs Nights, 
That ſtill, methinks, I doubt th* uncertain Happineſs: 
Tho' at the Mufick of thy Voice, I own, 
My Soul is huſht, it finks into a Calm, 
And takes ſure Omen of its Peace from thee. 
Ofw. To. end your Doubts, your Brother, the brave 
Lucius, [7o Ethel. 
Will ſoon be here: Ev'n now he ſends me Word, 
Fierce Offa and the Saxons fly before him; | 
The conqu'ring Britons fence you round from Danger, 
And Peace and Safety wait upon your Loves. 
Ari. - you, fair Princeſs, frown upon our Hap- 
pine 
Still ſhall my grateful Heart retain your Goodneſs, 
And ſtill be mindful of the Life you gave. 
Nor muſt you think your ſelf a Pris'ner here: 
Whene'er you ſhall appoint, a Guard attends, 
— To 


5. 
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The Royal Convert. 
To wait you to your Brother's Camp with Honour. 
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Rods. Ves I will go; fly, far as Earth can bear me, 


From thee, and from the Face of Man for ever. 
Curſt be your Sex, the Cauſe of all our Sorrows ; 


Curſt be your Looks, your Tongues, and your falſe 


Arts, | 
That cheat our Eyes, and wound our eaſy Hearts; 
Curſt may you be for all the Pains you give, 
And for the ſcanty Pleaſures we receive; 
Curſt be your brutal Pow'r, your tyrant Sway, 


- By which you bend, and force us to obey. 


Oh Nature! partial Goddeſs, let thy Hand 
Be juſt for once, and equal the Command; 
Let Woman once be Miſtreſs in her turn, 
Subdue Mankind beneath her haughty Scorn, 
And n to ſee the proud Oppreſſor mourn. 


[E xit Rodogune. 
Octo. The Winds ſhall ſcatter all thoſe idle Curſes 


Far, far away from you, while ev'ry Bleſſing 


Attends to Crown you. From your happy Nuptials, 


From Royal Aribert, of Saxon Race, 

Join'd to the Faireſt of the Britiſßß Dames, 
Methinks I read the People's future Happineſs ; 
And Britain takg&-ias Pledges: of. Peace ſrom you. 


Ethel. Nor are thofe pious Hopes of Peace in vain 3 


Since I have ofign heard a holy Sage, 

A venerable, old, and Saint-like Hermit, 

With Viſions often bleſt, and oft in Thought 
Rapt to the higheſt, brighteſt Seats above, 
Thus, with Divine, Prophetick Knowledge fill'd, 
Diſcloſe the Wonders of the Times to come. 

Of Royal Race a Britiſb Queen ſhall riſe, 
Great, Gracious, Pious, Fortunate and Wiſe; 
To diſtant Lands ſhe ſhall extend her Fame, 
And leave to latter Times a mighty Name: 
Tyrants ſhall fall, and faithleſs Kings ſhall bleed, 
And groaning Nations by her Arms be freed. 


But 
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But chief this happy Land her Care ſhall prove, 

And find from her a more than Mother's Love. 

From Hoftile Rage ſhe ſhall preſerve it free, 

Safe in the Compaſs of her ambient Sea : "th 
'Tho' fam'd her Arms in many a cruel Fight, 

Yet moſt in peaceful Arts ſhe ſhall delight, @ 
And her chief Glory ſhall be to UNITE. 

Pifs, Saxons, Angles, ſhall no more be known, 
But Briten be the noble Name alone. 

With Joy their antient Hate they ſhall forego, | 
While Diſcord hides her baleful Head below: 
Mercy, and Truth, and Right ſhe ſhall maintain, 
132 Virtue croud to grace her Reign: 
Auſpicious Heay'n on all her Days ſhall ſmile, 
And with Eternal Ux10n8 bleſs her Briti Ile. _ 

[E xeunt. 


EPILOGUE. 


. 
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Spoken by Mrs. Oldfield, who 
aa cted Ethelinaa. 


7 E Busineſs of the Day being now gone through, 
1 quit the Saint, and am like one of you; 
As well to hook to, tho not quite ſo good; 
1 bate in Spirit, but keep my Fleſh and Blood. 
The Moral of this Play being rightly ſcamn'd, 
1s, He that leaves his nown dear Wife is damn'd. 
J leave to you to make the Application: 
The Doctrine, the a little out of Faſhion, 3 


May be of uſe in this ſame ſinful Nation. 


What think you of the Matter ? Which of you 

Wauld, for his Spouſe, like my true Turtle do ? 

When Wealth and Beauty both at once importune, 

Who would not leawe his Wife, to make his Fortune? 

To ſome, I know, it may appear but odly : 

That this Place, of all others, ſhould turn godly : 

But what of that ? fince ſome good Souls there are, 
Would gladly be inſtructed any where ; 

Nor ſhould you ſcorn the Weakneſs of the Teacher. 

The wiſeſt Man is not the ableft Preacher. 

Een <ve, poor Women, hade ſometimes the Pow'r, Y' 
Read as you are, and rich in Learning's Store, > 
To teach you Men what you nc er knew before. , 
To no Enthufiaſtick Rage we ſwell, 

Nor foam, nor ad Tom Tumbler aut of Zeal. 
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: Perhaps, indeed, ſuch are your wandring Brains, 
Our Author might have ar d his Tragick Pains; , 


By that qui ve ſupp" d, and are ſet in to Drinking, 


Some fweeter Matters will employ your Thinking ; 
With Nymphs Divine, writ on each Glaſs before Jes 
You'll be but Artis better for our Story.. 
But fince the parting Hour, tho" late, will come, 
And all of you, at leaft as I priefime,' 

May find fome kind, inſtructive She at home, 
Then Curtain Lectures will, I hope, be read, 
Thoſe Morals then, which from your Thoughts were fled, 
Shall be pert hame to you, and eur a-bed. 
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